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THE LOVING HAND OF JESUS. 



" Which of all our Mends, to save us, 
Could or would have shed his blood ? 

But the Saviour died to save us, 
Reconciled in Him to God. 

This was boundless love indeed ; 

Jesus is a friend in need." 

I WONDER whether I shall be able to interest my 
young readers in the perusal of this simple narra- 
tive, and attain to the aim I have in view, to leave 
on their hearts and minds, after they have read 
it, a grateful sense of the goodness of God our 
heavenly Father, the Divine Preserver of our lives, 
and never-failing Friend in time of trouble and 
danger. When all human hopes have fled away, 
and we stand, as it were, on the very verge of 
despair, behind these earthly scenes in the unseen 
world of light, now mysteriously hid from our 
gaze, there are all the outworkings of the provi- 
dence of God accomplishing His sovereign will for 
our good, and His eternal glory. The countless 
myriads of the heavenly hosts standing around the 
throne in glorious array are ever watching in readi- 
ness to unfold their wings and swiftly fly, at their 
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gracious Lord's bidding, to go and minister to them 
who shall be heirs of salvation; it may be by the 
bedside of a poor little sick child, lying in some dark 
cellar, where the genial, gladsome rays of the sun 
never penetrate, or in the bright royal home, where a 
beloved one lies prostrate very low by the grasp of 
a cruel fever. His precious life is almost despaired 
of ; all that human skill and loyal devotion can con- 
ceive has been tried, still the enemy seems to be the 
strongest, and appears to baffle every effort. But the 
sweet invisible messenger of peace enters the dwelling 
with healing on his wings. He whispers words of 
hope and of comfort into the anxious, praying 
watcher's ears, and says, in that still small voice, 
" Fear not, for I bring you glad tidings of great joy ;" 
" This sickness is not unto death, but for the glory of 
God." 

The young prince in the mansion and the child in 
the dark cellar are both the objects of the immedi- 
ate sympathy of Jesus, and none are overlooked by 
His loving heart. The life is restored in answer to 
earnest, fervent, believing prayers, which have ascended 
up on high from the hearts and voices of thousands 
of faithful subjects, together with those of diflferent 
nations and tongues. Strength and energy returned 
where all seemed to be drooping and fading away. 
" The Lord gave the oil of joy for mourning, the 
garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness f " There- 
fore, our God, we thank thee, and praise Thy glorious 
name;" " Bless the Lord, my soul, and forget not 
all His benefits." If our hearts are filled with grati- 
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tude on account of special manifest mercies received 
from our heavenly Father, should it not be our happy 
privilege and delight to empty them in praise to 
Him before those who are still strangers to His love, 
and who have not yet tasted how gracious is the 
Lord ? Did not the Lord Jesus tell the man whom He 
cleansed, who was possessed with a legion of devils, 
to go home to his friends and tell them how great 
things the Lord had done for him, and had compas- 
sion on him? (Mark v. 19.) Encouraged by the 
words of my Master, and having received much at 
His hands, I will endeavour to let you know of His 
wondrous dealings in providence and in grace, and 
begin by the following simple little story. It is true, 
and exhibits God's care over those who put their 
trust in Him. ** Behold, He that keepeth Israel shall 
neither slumber nor sleep" (Ps. cxxi. 4). "As the 
mountains are round about Jerusalem, so the Lord 
is round about His people from henceforth even for 
ever " (Ps. cxxv. 2). 

I was invited one Saturday afternoon, in Septem- 
ber 1871, to meet a Sunday-school with which I was 
connected, who went a little way out of London on 
their annual summer excursion. From St Giles to 
country lanes and green fields there is a great con- 
trast, and the change was fully appreciated by the 
dear children, who many of them lived in crowded 
rooms, narrow streets, courts, and alleys of that 
populous district of London. It was some time 
during the afternoon before I was able to join them ; 
and, on entering the field where they were, and 
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children, and that it made them gloomy- and sad by- 
thoughts of death. But they did not seem to dis- 
like it, by the attention they paid to what I said. 

When the address was concluded, we sung " Shall 
we gather at the river ? " then rose up and dispersed 
about the field. The sun was just setting in the 
far west, leaving behind its glorious rays on the 
clear blue sky» The birds were singing softly their 
evening songs of praise to Him who gave them tteir 
sweet notes. Everything was still, and nature seemed 
at rest. I had wandered from the children to one 
corner of the field, to enjoy the quiet tranquillity of 
the eventide, when the most unlooked-for event took 
place, which would have turned our mirth into deep 
sorrow, had not "the loving hand of Jesus" been 
stretched out to prevent the mischief. I was standing 
with my back to the children, when all at once I heard 
a great screaming noise, which sounded like alarm 
and fright. I looked to see what the commotion was 
about, when a dozen cows came rushing up to the 
spot where I was standing. They were running to 
another field across the one in which we were. The 
voices of the children screaming had frightened them, 
and made them wild. Providentially they did not 
hurt any in their course ; but one, which had a very 
little calf by its side, a vicious-looking beast, made 
a great leap toward me. In a moment of time, 
before any one could cdme to my rescue, I was 
entirely in her power. I could neither run away nor 
move; her eyes were fixed with a determined and 
ferocious look, making sure of her prey. My position 
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words of the Lord are so exclusive : " Except a man 
be born again, he cannot see the kingdom of Qod " 
(John iii. 1). 

Time has blown that cloud over. I have often 
wondered what lesson our Divine Schoolmaster would 
have me to learn out of it ? It has led me to think 
of the suddenness of strong temptations, or of deep 
trials, to which we are continually exposed when we 
least expect. When all around us appears secure 
and peaceful, it is then that the enemy rushes in upon 
us like a flood. How watchful, therefore, ought we to 
be I and remember the word of exhortation in 1 Peter 
V. 8, 9, " Be sober, be vigilant ; because your adversary 
the devil, as a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking 
whom he may devour : whom resist steadfast in the 
faith'' I have no doubt that when the apostle Peter 
wrote these words, he remembered how he was suddenly 
assailed by Satan, when he forgot the warning of his 
dear Lord and Master, and denied Him thrice. Be- 
mark the last words of the text, '' resist steadfast in 
the faith." In the Epistle to the Hebrews, chap, xi., we 
read, " Now faith is the substance of things hoped for, 
the evidence of things not seen." Then it goes on to 
show how the possession of this faith worked in the 
hearts and lives of the people of God from the very 
beginning of the world's history. It is a part of the 
armour which every Christian soldier must put on, 
" That ye may be able to stand against the wiles of 
the devil " (Eph. vi. 11). Should any of you try to 
stand in your own native strength, you are sure to be 
defeated, and to become the victim of the enemy of 
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our souls. " The shield of faith " is the only safe 
weapon we can use in the great conflict of life ; but 
the object on which our faith must rest, and keep its 
steadfast glance, is " Jesus, who is the Author and 
Finisher of our faith." The more we keep looking 
to Him, the more we forget self and self-trust ; and in 
proportion as He becomes nearer and dearer to the 
soul, we receive strength and courage to endure any- 
thing and everything, as seeing Him who is invisible. 
There is a sweet text in 1 Peter i. 8, which runs as 
follows — " Whom having not seen* ye love; in whom, 
now though ye see Him not, yet believing ye rejoice 
with joy unspeakable, and full of glory." These words 
contain a striking statement, and could only have 
been said of the Lord Jesus ; for there is no one on 
earth we can love unless we know them face to face. 
Our affection for our fellow-creatures flows from our 
mutual acquaintance and friendly intercourse with 
each other. It is prompted by a variety of motives 
and reasons which are often mixed with selfishness, 
even to be found in members of the same family. 
There may exist a distant admiration for some good, 
noble characters of which we hear ; still, you will agree 
with me, that it cannot be called love. But what is this 
mysterious power of attraction which draws the soul 
and the spirit so strongly to " Jesus, whom having 
not seen, ye love," and binds the heart to Him with 
such perfect confidence and trust ? this power which 
makes him or her who possesses it to be willing to 
give up all earthly treasures to follow Him, should 
He require the sacrifice ? When we compare the best 
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and purest of all our human affections with the love 
of Jesus, we soon discover, with a feeling of shame 
and of deep sadness, that no comparison can be made 
there. Human love, in its highest sense, is but a frail 
thing after all, and alone does not satisfy the cravings 
of the soul. In the first place, it is fickle, and given 
to change. Men and women break their vows, and 
the object of their fondest affection may become in a 
very little while nothing but a mere stranger, if not 
an enemy or a foe. It is also perishable ; we have 
continually to follow our beloved ones to the grave, 
and to weep there ; we cannot retain them. The Lord 
sends the message — they must leave us. These things 
ought to lead us to seek with intense earnestness the 
love of One who knows no change or decay, even 
Jesus Christ, "the same yesterday, to-day, and for 
ever." To neglect to know Him, "Jesus the Saviour," 
through wilful ignorance or indifference, is to incur 
a guilt that will cause the loss of your soul and 
the joys of heaven. In the word of God we read 
about our natural sinfulness, our separation from 
Him, and how we may become His children by 
accepting the gift of His Son Jesus Christ, "who 
was wounded for our transgressions, and bruised for 
our iniquities ; the chastisement of our peace was 
upon Him, and with His stripes we are healed." 
Perhaps some careless ones may ask the question, — 
Why was Jesus bruised, wounded, and put to death ? 
Could we not be saved without the death of the 
Son of God, by the doing our very utmost to please 
Him ? My dear young friends, it is impossible. The 
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Scriptures are very clear on this point. If you believe 
that the men who wrote the Word of God wrote it as 
they were moved and inspired by the Holy Ghost, you 
must read for yourself what the apostle Paul says in 
Rom. V. 12 : " Wherefore, as by one man (Adam), sin 
entered into the world, and death by sin ; so death 
passed on all mankind, for all have sinned." " We all 
like sheep have gone astray," and we have not the 
power to recover ourselves, I am not thinking now 
of babes or very little ones, as I believe our heavenly 
Father to have made a provision for all who die in 
their infancy ; in the same way as the young chil- 
dren of the families of the Israelites were saved on the 
night of the passover, when the blood was put upon 
the lintel and on the two side-posts of their houses. 
The unconscious Jewish babe received the beneiSt of 
the blood of sprinkling. Some parents are very un- 
willing to admit that their children are sinners. I 
believe a child to be responsible, according to its intel- 
ligence and education, and the opportunities it has of 
being taught the simple gospel, the nature, origin of 
sin, and its sad consequences. An incident is now re- 
curring to my memory which I wish to relate, and I 
humbly pray that some parents who have not yet 
accepted the truth in the love of it may be blessed in 
seeing their ignorance. 

A gentleman whom I knew, and who was living a 
moral, godless life — if such things can exist — sent 
for me, to come at once if I could, to visit his little 
daughter who was dying. She was fifteen years of 
age. 
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'' Tou can go into the bedroom/' he said to me, 
^* and see what a little angel she looks. If any one 
enters into heaven at once, she will/' he added, '' con- 
sidering what she has suffered." 

** ! sir/' I answered, " how can you talk in this 
way? If your dear child is saved, it can only he 
through the sufferings of Christ, and His precious 
blood-shedding, received by faith. Nothing unclean 
can enter the pure paradise of God. It is a prepared 
place for a prepared people/* 

** Don't tell me that my child is an unclean sinner," 
he said, " for she is not. She has never done any- 
thing wrong ; she has never been away from us for a 
day ; her life has been blameless." 

"That may be, sir, so far as you know/* I con- 
tinued ; '' but she is bom in sin, a partaker of the 
same fallen humanity as you and L The Word of 
God says, ' For all have sinned, and come short of 
the glory of God ' " (Rom. iii. 23). 

After a little more conversation he took me into 
the bedroom, where his wife and other relatives had 
gathered together, as the death of the child was ex- 
pected to take place soon. The dear little maid knew 
me, and smiled when our eyes met. She certainly 
looked very sweet and peaceful, although her poor 
frame had been sadly tortured with pains, borne with 
extraordinary patience, for several years: her spine 
being affected. 

I drew near the bedside, and kissed her. Then I 
said, " Dear Lily, I am so happy to see you once 
more, for your dear papa tells me you're very ill. 
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But tell me, darling, have you any idea where you are 
going?" 

" Where I am going ? " she answered ; " I am going 
to be with Jesus, where He is." 

" Can you tell me, Lily, without much trouble, 
what Jesus has done for you ? " 

" He — died — for my sins — on the cross," the little 
voice slowly replied. 

"That's enough for me to know, my dearest 
child," I said. " Bless the Lord ! for flesh and blood 
hath not revealed that precious truth unto thee, but 
the Holy Ghost." 

I looked across th0 bed, to her father and mother, 
almost choked for joy. Lily knew that she was saved, 
not through her sufferings, but, as a lost sinner, through 
the death of Jesus. Before leaving, I asked her if I 
should speak to the Saviour in prayer, and thank Him 
for His great love toward her. She nodded that I 
should do so. They all knelt around the bed. Lift- 
ing up my voice, I told the Lord all I had on my 
heart for each of us there. When I rose up, they 
were all weeping. Lily was too weak to speak, but 
her looks were heavenly bright, and happy, I bent 
once more over her, and gave her the last earthly 
kiss. Two hours only after this scene, her spirit 
gently passed away into the spirit land. 

" We are sure that Lilj sleeps in Jesus, 
And nestles upon His breast ; 
For He bears the lambs in His bosom, 
In Qod's everlasting rest ! ** 

I learned afterwards that a Christian nurse who 
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attended upon Lily during the latter part of her ill- 
ness had spoken to her about eternal things, quite 
unknown to her parents, who bad a great aversion 
to anything of the kind being told her, fearing it 
might distress her. The Lord blessed the words of 
the faithful nurse, and the soul of the child was 
saved. 

" In the morning sow thy seed, and in the evening 
withhold not thine hand ; for thou knowest not 
whether shall prosper, either this or that, or whether 
both shall be alike good." 

On carefully reading the life of the Lord Jesus, as 
recorded in the four Gospels, the soul is drawn out 
in wonder and adoration toward One so unlike our- 
selves in every respect, yet withal so human and so 
divine. If we first contemplate Him as the sweet 
babe of Bethlehem, the place of His birth, in an 
inn by the wayside, all the surrounding objects are 
of the simplest kind, void of any of the comforts 
which, under the circumstances, would have been 
most acceptable to Mary His mother, who tenderly 
wrapped up her first-born Son in swaddling clothes, 
and laid Him in a manger for a cradle. There is 
nothing there to the eye of an observer that could 
betray in any way His miraculous and divine origin ; 
and yet, at the same time, where is the royal infant 
that ever had such glorious manifestations and signs 
from Heaven itself at his birth ? The title and work 
of Jesus was revealed to the shepherds by angels, as 
they were tending their flocks by night in the fields : 
" For unto you is born this day, in the city of David, 
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a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord/' The glorious 
vision increased in grandeur, till a multitude of the 
heavenly hosts filled the air with their melodious 
songs of praise, and gave glory to God in the highest, 
and on earth peace, good-will toward man. Such 
was the birth of Jesus ! was it an ordinary one ? 
The second glimpse we delight to take of Him, and 
to speak of, is when the child Jesus is twelve years of 
age. According to the Jewish custom, every male 
child of that age was taken to Jerusalem to attend 
some of the principal yearly feasts — his intelligence 
being then supposed to be sufficiently developed to 
be able to enter into the spirit of the worship of 
the holy Lord God of Israel. Joseph, the carpenter 
of Nazareth, with Mary his wife, and the child Jesus, 
had left their homes for a while to go up to Jerusa- 
lem, and be present at the feast of the passover. It 
was a time of solemn joy for every family, as they 
celebrated the anniversary of their wonderful deliver- 
ance from the tyranny of Pharaoh. The holy city 
was very much crowded by Jewish visitors and be- 
lieving strangers from different parts of the land. 
The feast lasted seven days, then every one returned 
to their own dwelling-place. Mary and Joseph 
missed the child Jesus ; but they, supposing that He 
had joined the company of some of their friends 
or relatives journeying with them to Nazareth, felt 
no alarm ; besides, they knew how He was to be 
trusted, for every step and action of His youthful life 
were blameless, being perfectly obedient and submis- 
sive to His earthly parents in eveiT^\)cv\\v». fes^^^^ 
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journey had passed away, wlien Mary and Joseph 
perceived, to their great sorrow, that the child Jesus 
was nowhere to be fonnd. The anxious ooaple 
retrace their footsteps back to Jerusalem, seeking 
Him for three days. At last they enter into the 
temple, looking in every court, when thej come 
in sight of a group of people, doctors and learned 
teachers of the law, venerable rabbis and scribes, all 
their attention seemingly riveted on One sitting in 
their midst. Is it some illustrious visitor, some 
prince, which the feast of the passover has brought 
to Jerusalem from a distant clime to worship? 
No ; it is not. Look at Him well. It is the holy 
child Jesus, the Lamb of God, now a Jewiidi 
lad, with a modest but divinely wise appear- 
ance. His knowledge and understanding astonish 
all those who listen to His clear voice ; His an- 
swers and His questions are deep and thought- 
ful, yet void of forwardness and pride; meekness 
and gentleness are wiitten on His open brow, 
while the pure light of heaven glistens in His eyes. 
Mary gently speaks to Him in tender, yet 
somewhat reproachful tones. " Son, why hast Thou 
thus dealt with us ? Thy father and I have sought 
Thee sorrowing. And He said unto them. How is it 
that ye sought me? wist ye not that I must be about 
my Father's business ; and they understood not the 
saying which He spake unto them." Mary seems as if 
she could not realise the divinity of her child, Jesus, 
and how He came from the bosom of God the Father 
from all eternity ; for thus we read in Proverbs viiL 
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22, 23, 30, " The Lord possessed me in the beginning of 
His way, before His works of old. I was set up from 
everlasting, from the beginning, or ever the earth was. 
Then I was by Him^ as one brought up with Him ; and 
I was daily His delight, rejoicing in the habitable 
parts of His earth ; and my delights were with the 
sons of men.'^ But she watched in silent observation, 
and somewhat sad anticipation, to see how the life of 
her beloved Son would unfold itself as He grew older ; 
neither could she forget the prophetic words of aged 
Simeon when he said to her, " Yea, a sword shall pierce 
through thine own soul also'* (Luke ii. 35). When 
this would take place, and in what manner, she could 
not possibly tell. lu loving wisdom, her God and 
Saviour had not shown her beforehand, as unto her 
Son, the cross and the grave. A close veil is drawn 
iu Scripture over the years of our blessed Lord, and 
of what He did, from the age of twelve until He 
reached His manhood, being about thirty years old 
when He began His public ministry, and to declare 
Himself to Israel as the promised Messiah. The Son 
of God and the Son of man, the babe at Bethlehem, 
and the child Jesus sitting in the midst of the doctors 
in the temple of Jerusalem, is now before our con- 
templation as the Saviour, Christ the Lord. 

The last three years of His life are by far the most 
essential to know, for we see in them the purpose of 
His first coming into this lower world, and the fulfil- 
ment of the long era of prophecy, of the types and 
shadows of the Jewish ceremonial laws, all of which 
pointed to the person and work of Christ. " He came 
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forth as the Lamb of God, without blemish and with- 
out spot ; who verily was foreordained before the foun- 
dation of the world, but manifest in these last times 
for you" (1 Peter i. 20). The Lord Jesus tells us, in 
a simple but wonderful manner, what He came to ac- 
complish in these words : " The Spirit of the Lord is 
upon me, because He hath anointed me to preach the 
gospel to the poor ; He hath sent me to heal the 
broken-hearted, to preach deliverance to the captives, 
and recovering of sight to the blind, to set at liberty 
them that are bruised ; to preach the acceptable year 
of the Lord. This day is this scripture fulfilled in your 
ears^* (Luke iv. 18, 19, 21). You know how the Lord 
worked out in His life every word of this text. He 
went about doing good, a servant to all, understanding 
every gradation and shade of human sorrow and 
misery, alleviating, by the touch of His divine power, 
the suflferings of all who came to Him in simple faith. 
Here the character of the Lord Jesus shines in His 
humanity, as the servant of God, the anointed One 
for service. In His death and blood-shedding, we see 
Him as the sacrifice, the whole burnt-offering, the 
victim for sin. Whichever way we contemplate Him, 
from the manger to the cross, He reflects to the eye 
and to the soul, like a beautiful diamond, all the per- 
fections of goodness and glory. Oh! that I were able 
to speak of Him as I would, to lift Hinj up in such an 
attractive manner as to draw out of your hearts sincere 
sympathies for the Man of sorrow and acquainted 
with grief I What is He to you, dear reader? Is He 
only as a root out of a dry ground ? Or is He your 
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Beloved, the chiefest among ten thousand, now our 
glorious risen Head, a living, present Jesus ? Mary 
Magdalene went to the sepulchre to seek for a dead 
Christ ; her faith had not yet grasped the truth of His 
resurrection : wherefore the angels said, "Why seek ye 
the living among the dead ? He is not here, but is 
risen." The living personality of the Lord Jesus is 
frequently understood and trusted in much easier by 
little children than it is by older people. 

I knew a poor little boy whose name was Samuel. 
He had given his heart to the Saviour at the ragged 
school he used to attend. Jesus was to him a living 
bright reality. He became ill with the dropsy, and 
lingered many months at the Children's Hospital in 
Great Ormond Street. I often visited him there; and 
as I sat by his little cot I often said to him, "What 
shall I read to you about to-day, Sammy dear?" 

" Read about Jesus, teacher ; I do love to hear 
about Him, He is so nice. Sometimes I fancy that 
He is close to me, and looks at me ; and when I am 
in great pain, to think of Him makes me comfortable. 
I am often awake in the night, and the time seems 
very long; it makes me feel lonely, because nurse 
can't always talk to me, she has the other children to 
'* see to. Then I make a little prayer, and I say, * Jesus, 
* Jesus, come close to my bed, and watch over me.' " 
^ " Does He come, then, Samuel ?" 
^* " Oh 1 yes, teacher ; He always does." 
^ One morning that I went as usual to see him, he 
t said to me — 

" I have had such a pretty dream, teacher, since I 
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saw you. I was so afraid to forget it, because I forget 
everything now, and I wanted to tell you." 

" Won't it make you suffer, dear ^unucil, to speak 
too much ? you appear so short of breath this mom* 
ing." The poor little fellow had swollen fearfully, with 
the water rising up on his chest and round his heart 

" Oh, no I teacher," he said, " it won't make any 
difference. I thought that I was lying in my cot, 
just as I am now, when the bottom door of the ward 
opened, and some beautiful children came in — oh I 
such a lot I They walked round my bed, looked at me 
and smiled, and they said, ' That 's Samuel ; he is 
coming to be with us ;' then they went away. Then 
another lot came, and said, ' That 's Samuel ; he will 
soon be with us/ I could not count them, teacher, 
they were so many, and all sizes ; they had long hair 
down their backs, and their faces were shining like 
the sun. There were also some big people with them, 
to take care of them ; I thought perhaps thej were 
the teachers. After they had all passed through the 
ward I woke up." 

" That was a pretty vision, Samuel. I dare say you 
will see by and by some wonderful things in the 
paradise of God, where He will take you. But when 
you see Jesus, you will be so taken up with Him and 
His beauty, that very likely you will not care to see 
anything or any one else. I will tell you a secret, 
Samuel, and it is this : I would not wish to go to 
heaven if Jesus was not there ; I should still feel 
desolate and sad without Him. But you know, dear, 
what I read to you the other day, where Jesus says to 
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His disciples, * Let not your hearts be troubled : ye 
believe in God, believe also in me. In my Father's 
house there are many mansions : if it were not so, I 
would have told you. I go. to prepare a place for 
you : and if I go and prepare a place for you, I will 
come again, and receive you unto myself ; that where 
I am, there ye may be also.' Then in another part 
we read, *When He shall appear we shall be like 
Him, for we shall see Him as He is.' We shall have 
given us a new body, a changed one, like unto the Lord 
Jesus, that will never feel any pain, or ever go to de- 
cay ; and so will you, dear Samuel, be like Jesus too." 

" teacher I me like Jesus ? I am but a poor 
little boy." 

"Yes, dear! I know that; but you will be rich 
then. In the better land where you are going no 
poverty or sickness can enter." 

Samuel, the little believer, did not linger long aflber 
this conversation. Shortly before he died, he was 
asked if he had any wish to get better, or was there 
anything he would like to have ? 

" No, nothing I" he replied ; " I '11 rather be with 
Jesus." 

He went and joined the band of children whose 

faces were shining from the reflection of the heavenly 

glory. 

" Around the throne of God in heaven 
Thousands of children stand — 
Children that are all forgiven, 
A holy, happy band. 

Singing glory, glory, glory. 
Singing glory, glory, glory." 
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How sacred to the memory and treasured np is the 
remembrance of the last days which closed the life 
of some beloved friend or relative who has left ns! 
Whatever else is forgotten, the parting hour, the last 
word, the last kiss, the last look is never effaced. If 
we so fondly cherish the thought of a creature, who 
deserved our tenderest affection no doubt, but who, 
after all, was only a human being, bom to fade, 
should we not much more remember and think of 
the dying love of Jesus, and His fearful sufferings? 
'^ Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay 
down his life for his friend ; but God commended His 
love toward us, in that, while we were yet sinners, 
Christ died for us." 

Pause and think, dear reader, of the terrible 
mental distress of the Saviour in the garden of Gktb- 
semane. Who can enter into the mysterious conflict 
of that dark hour, when He said to His chosen few, 
" My soul is exceeding sorrowful, even unto death : 
tarry ye here and watch with me. And when He 
was withdrawn from them about a stone's cast, and 
kneeling down, He prayed, saying, Father, if thou be 
willing, remove this cup from me ; nevertheless, not 
my will, but thine be done. And there appeared an 
angel unto Him from heaven strengthening Him. 
And, being in agony. He prayed more earnestly, and 
His sweat was as it were great drops of blood falling 
down to the ground. When He rose from prayer 
and was come to His disciples. He found them sleep- 
ing for sorrow." He looked for human sympathy at 
this trying moment, but, alas I He found none, — the 
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weariness of the poor flesh had given way to its im- 
pulse, and the sorrowing friends of Jesus were asleep. 
** Watch and pray, that ye enter not into temptation ; 
the spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak.'* 
These words of Jesus were a gentle reproof to His 
disciples, and a word of warning for their future 
need. **Eise/' said the Master, "let us be going; 
behold he is at hand that doth betray me." Ah I 
Judas Iscariot, it would indeed have been better if 
thou hadst never been born than to salute Jesus with 
such a traitorous kiss ! Then was the Saviour led 
before His enemies and bitter accusers, to be examined 
of the evil they alleged He had done. " Now all the 
chief priests and elders, and all the council, sought 
false witness against Jesus to put Him to death, but 
found none." Still their fury and bitterness increased, 
and they were determined that He should die the most 
painful and ignominious death, even the crucifixion. 
He is brought to Pontius Pilate the governor, who 
cannot see any fault in Him ; even his wife sends him 
word not to have anything to do with condemning 
this innocent man. But Pilate was both weak- 
minded and cruel. He sinned against his conscience, 
and was quite as guilty as the Jews were of the 
murder of the Lord Jesus Christ. Thus we read 
in the Gospel by John, chap. xix. : — Then Pilate 
took Jesus and scourged Him ; then he delivered 
Him to be crucified; and released Barabbas, a notori- 
ous murderer and robber, in preference to Jesus, to 
please the Jews. Thus he added sin to sin, to his 
self-deceived imaginary innocence. Then the soldiers 
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of the governor took Jesus into the common hall, 
and gathered unto him the whole band of soldiers; 
and they stripped Him and put on Him a scarlet 
robe. And when they had platted a crown of thorns, 
they put it on His head, and a reed in His right 
hand ; and they bowed the knee before Him, and 
mocked Him, saying, " Hail 1 King of the Jews ;" and 
took the reed and smote Him on the head — Hifl 
precious head, already sore and bleeding from the 
prickly crown of thorns. And after they had mocked 
Him, they took the robe off Him, and put His own 
raiment on Him, and led Him away to crucify Him. 
And when they were come to Calvary, they stretched 
His wounded body on the cross. Then was this Scrip- 
ture also fulfilled, '' He is brought as a lamb to the 
slaughter, and as a sheep before her shearer is dumb, 
so He openeth not His mouth." They pierced His 
hands and His feet to the cross with nails, which 
tore His tender flesh with intense suflferings. Then 
was the Son of God and the Son of man lifted up 
into the air, exposed to the gaze of the coarse and 
cruel sight-seeing multitude. Satan and his hideous 
spirits rejoiced in this hour of darkness, when, as it 
were, the Father's face was hid from His beloved 
Son as He hung there, the Sin-bearer, " made a curse 
for us," and when with a loud voice He cried from 
the depth of His anguish, " My God, my Gtod, why 
hast Thou forsaken me!" The judgment for the sins 
of the world was passed and punished on the flesh of 
Jesus. It was your sins and my sins that brought 
the Saviour there. Truly, Satan bruised His heel 
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in touching His humanity, but this was all that the 
devil could do, for the Lord bruised his head, and 
worked for us an everlasting salvation and complete 
victory over the powers of hell by His glorious 
resurrection and ascension. This was, indeed, the 
grandest spectacle that was ever witnessed from 
heaven above or from the earth beneath since the 
creation. "Herein is love, not that we loved God, 
but that He loved us, and gave His Son to be a 
sacrifice for our sins " (1 John iv. 10). 

I will tell you, my young friends, how the sufferings 
of Jesus affected once a little French girl six years 
old, whose mother was a Spanish lady and a Koman 
Catholic. They were travelling through a foreign 
land in a post-chaise, for there were not many rail- 
ways in those days. Madame was going to join 

her husband, who had sent for his wife and daughter 
to come to him. When night came on, a most ter- 
rific storm overtook them. The thunder and light- 
ning frightened the horses so much that they would 
not move. They had to stop on the dark country road 
until the tempest had abated a little; then the postilion 
drove slowly on to the nearest village. He told the 
lady that it was not safe to continue their journey, 
and that they had better try to get shelter somewhere 
for the night. The only place of refuge where the 
travelling party and horses could be taken in was a 
small inn {auberge). The rain was coming down in 
torrents, the wind howling everywhere, making its 
sad peculiar music through the trees of the wood close 
by : the whole scene was one of gloom. The next 
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thing that Madame was told, was that all tiie 

rooms in the inn wore full ; on account of the storm, 
many foot-travellers had been obliged to seek shelter 
there also. They had a large shed at the back of the 
house, where the carriage and horses could go ; bot 
for sleeping room, they could only offer a loft, in which 
they proposed to make some sort of a bed for herself 
and her little girl. The rain increased in violence, 

and the wind in fury. Madame was very glad to 

avail herself even of aloft; and being summer-time, 
it did not matter so much. As for young Louise, 
she was charmed at the novelty of having to sleep in 
such a funny place. 

Having settled down for the night in the best way 
j)088ible, and being rather tired and wearied, they 
were thankful for the rest, such as it was. Presently 
a tremendous gust of wind came, and blew with sudi 
strength, that it carried away part of the roof of the 
poor little house. Unfortunately, it was close by 
where the ladies were sleeping. In a few moments 
they found themselves lying in water. You may 
imagine what it was like within a little. The child 
laughed, and the mother almost cried with vexation 
at this most unexpected and uncomfortable adventure. 
Anyhow there was no help for it at that time of night, 
so it had to be endured. But Louise, on seeing her 
mother looking so anxious, fearing they should catch 
cold, said to her — " Mamma ! I have been thinking 
all this while about a wonderful story I have read in 
a little book Rosalie gave me " (she was a German 
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Protestant nurse the little girl had). " What do you 
think it was about ?" 

"I really don't know, dear ; what was it ? But how 
do you suppose that, in all this trouble and confusion, 
I can be in the humour to listen to vour fancies or 
stories ? You must keep them for another time." 

" mamma dear ! do listen," said Louise, ear- 
nestly looking up into her mother's face, and clinging 
close to her ; " I must tell you ; will you let me ? " 

" Well, say on, child." 

" I have been thinking about Jesus Christ, the Son 
of God, when He was crucified, and what He sufiTered. 
It was much worse than all this ; it made me cry so, 
mamma, when I read it. It said in that book that 
He never murmured or complained, and that He was 
like a dear little lamb that was going to be killed, 
yet did not try to run away. How cruel it was of 
those wicked men to have put that dear kind Jesus 
on that cross ! I almost fancy I can see it, mamma ; 
for there was the picture in the book." Hei-e the 
child paused, as if thinking. 

" See what, Louise ? " asked the mother. 

"Oh ! Jesus on that cross, when they killed Him ;" 
here Louise burst into tears, and hid her face on her 
mother's bosom. 

" Now come, come," said Madame ; " you must 

not cry like this over every story you read, or else I 
shall have to prevent you reading them.^' 

When her tears were dried, she said, " But will you 
tell me, mamma, why was Jesus put on the cross, 
and why did nobody try to save Him ? Had He no 
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friends ? You have never told me that story, have 
you, nor papa ? I should like to hear it now ; do tell 
me. I do like to hear stories told." 

Madame looked puzzled at her little girVs de- 
mand. She was rather a strange child, and would at 
times ask many out-of-the-way questions. She was 
waiting most anxiously to hear the sweet story of old 
by the loved voice of her mother. But she told her 
she was too young to understand these sacred things, 
and this was not the place or the hour to relate 
stories ; that she had better lie down and try to go to 
sleep, as they would have to start off early in the 
morning. A little bed had been arranged for Louise 
with some soft clean hay and a blanket on the floor. 
The child was silent, and having obeyed her mother's 
words, was soon fast asleep. 

What a strange idea for Louise to have been think- 
ing about I thought Madame , as she looked on the 

face of her sleeping child. She had been so aston- 
ished at her remarks, that she hardly knew what to 
make of it. Madame was a very affection- 
ate mother, and would have gratified all the whims 
and fancies of her child, if possible But she was a 
very worldly woman, young, and handsome, much 
admired, and surrounded by the influence of those 
who make of this life their earthly paradise. She 
was ignorant of the right way of salvation. There- 
fore the sufferings of Jesus, in their close relationship 
to her soul, had not yet attracted her attention ; and 
being a Koman Catholic, her eyes were turned to- 
ward another channel altogether to obtain eternal 
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life. As regards her little girl, I have not the 
slightest doubt but what that night she was under 
deep impression. It was the Spirit of God who had 
brought back to her remembrance what she had 
read, and her little heart's best and purest affections 
were drawn heavenward. But it was quenched, and 
never returned until many years afterward. The 
early knowledge of Jesus would have saved her many 
sorrows through life. 

I shall refer again, before I close my book, to this 
little French girl, and tell you how the loving hand 
of Jesus brought her over here to England, to make 
your kind acquaintance, and, what is better still, to 
know Jesus and to serve Him. It is important to 
believe that some children can receive the truth very 
early. We should never omit to teach them that they 
are sinners by nature and by practice almost from 
the cradle, and that their hearts have to be renewed 
by the Holy Spirit, and their sins washed in the pre- 
cious blood of Jesus, ere they can be saved. When we 
take a glance in Holy Scripture, and read there of the 
lives of some of the youths who were drawn by divine 
grace to serve God early in life, we cannot but think of 
the good influence they carried about with them, and 
what bright sunsets were their closing hours. It makes 
a great difference on a dying bed when a life has been 
long devoted to the service of God. How few seem to 
realise that they are writing for themselves a memory, 
a tombstone, which shall tell on the living after them I 

It pleases God, in His infinite mercy and free grace, 
to save many souls just before they die. But I have 
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been struck with the absence of joy in those who are 
thus saved. They all have deep regrets. They feel 
that their lives have been misspent, and their inflii> 
ence has been for evil, and not for good. Let me put 
before your eyes a few pictures from real life, with a 
dark and a bright side to them. Try to catch at the 
lessons they contain, and make good use of them. 

Not long since I was asked to visit a young 
man who was dying of consumption. He was in 
great darkness of soul, and very unwilling to be 
spoken to. He was living in a lodging-house, having 
neither home nor friends. The first morning I called 
to see him, after a great deal of persuasion, I was 
allowed to enter the bedroom where the poor dying 
man was. He was in bed, propped up on pillows. I 
was struck with his vacant, hardened look. He ap- 
peared to be about twenty-eight years of age, and of 
gentlemanly appearance. I took a chair, and sat 
down by his side, then introduced myself as a servant 
of the Lord, and a friend, and the bearer of good 
news. 

"Oh 1 thank you," he responded, slowly; " but what 
have you to tell me ? You see," he continued, •* I 
am very weak, very ill, and can't stand much talk- 
ing ; my head is so tender." 

"Yes, dear sir, I see all that, and will take 
care not to tire you. Could you listen to a little 
prayer ? " 

"Oh ! yes," he said, "if you like ; I don't mind that" 
He turned his face toward me. 

Then I knelt down, and asked the Lord to give the 
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dying man His Holy Spirit, to take his heart of stone 
away, and to give Him a heart of flesh, and to dis- 
pose his ears to listen to the message. When I rose 
up and looked at him, a tear was rolling down his 
cheeks. 

"Well, dear sir," I said, *' I hope I have not given 
you the headache." 

" Oh, no, indeed you have not ; but I must tell you," 
he continued, ** that it is of no use to talk to me about 
religion, as it is too late now. I have no feelings that 
way, or inclination ; I am completely dead to these 
subjects, and my heart is as hard as a stone." 

'* I am not going to talk to you about religion," I 
replied, " but about Jesus. It is quite another thing ; 
it is Him that you want now. You say you are dead 
to these things ; you are quite right. Dead in tres- 
passes and sins is the natural state of every living 
creature under the sun, before Christ gives them life 
and light. There is One in this room whom our eyes 
cannot see; His loving hand can touch your hard heart, 
and open your blind eyes. Would you like it ? " 

"Ah I yes," he said, " if it could be done, I would ; 
but I have no faith, or any knowledge. I have lived 
up to the present time without God." 

" Well, then, my friend, you are just the man the 
Lord Jesus Christ came to seek and to save." 

After reading from the third chapter of the Grospel 
by John, and explaining the verses, he seemed inter- 
ested. I then rose up to go, as I think we should 
be very careful not to tire the sick by too long 
visits. 
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" Shall I come again ?" I asked him, " or would yoa 
rather not ? " 

**Ye8, please," ho said, **if you don't mind the 
trouble." 

The next morning he received me with a smila " I 
was looking for you," he said, " and watching for the 
hour that you appointed to come.'' 

I thought this was a good token, and thanked Jesos 
for it. 

'* Well, Mr , how do you feel this morning ?" 

" Thank you I I don't feel any different" 

" Then let me tell you something. I have been 
praying for your conversion since I left you yesterday, 
and I have asked many Christian friends to do the 
same. Now I believe that my loving Father in heaven 
is going to save your precious soul before you die, and 
are for ever lost. You have not much time to lose ; 
but my having been sent to you against your desire, 
is a clear proof that Jesus, the Saviour of sinners, 
loves you, and wishes to save you." 

** But," said the dying young man, *' see how I have 
neglected God. I never read »my Bible, although I 
have one in my box. I never went to church, but 
laughed and ridiculed those who did, and called them 
fools. I lived to please myself only, and to keep a 
respectable appearance. I have never run into excesses 
of any kind ; being always of a delicate constitution, 
it did not suit me." 

" But have you no friends ? " I asked. 

" My parents died when I was a little boy. I was 
then placed in a school by a relative, but had to leave 
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it when I was fourteen years of age to earn my living. 
I grew up with the sole idea to get on, and make 
money, and to look like a gentleman. I have been 
successful in business, and managed to have always 
plenty, and to keep myself from debta I have given 
you there a brief but correct view of my short life. 
About a year ago, I felt my health gradually leaving 
me. I tried many things, but to no avail ; these last 
ten months I have been getting rapidly worse. The 
doctor says he can't do me any good, now that my 
lungs are quite gone. I confess to you that I am not 
happy. I have not opened my m*ind to any one, as 
the people about me do not understand me. The 
thought of dying in my present dark state troubles me, 
yet I have feared that I felt it too late. You say that 
1 can be saved ; if it is true, it would be happy news 
indeed ; but it must be done entirely and indepen- 
dently of myself, for I am so hardened, it seems as if 
there was a thick coating of ice all over my heart that 
nothing could melt away.'* Here the poor fellow cried 
like a child, and stopped, quite overcome and ex- 
hausted. After he was a little composed, I read to 
him, very slowly and softly, the account given in the 
Gospel by Luke, chap, vii, from the 36th verse, of the 
two debtors. 

" You see, Mr , how you must be saved; just as 

they did : * And when they had nothing to pay, their 
creditor frankly forgave them both.' You cannot fail 
to see there that the creditor is God, and that the 
most moral, righteous man, who is standing in his 

own goodness, and the woman of the city, who was 
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« 

known to be an open sinner, had both to be save 
and forgiven by God. They had nothing^ in then 
selves that could atone for their sins. What did ifa 
poor woman bring to Jesus? Nothing but a past lil 
full of sin ; but she believed that the loving heart < 
the Lord would not turn her away ; therefore she can] 
in simple faith, just as she was, trusting JesiUL It i 
in your helplessness that you are invited to oome 1 
the Saviour. He does not require any of our effort 
We must be willing to be nothing, and to take Hii 
as our all. * He is made unto us of Gkxl wisdom, ao 
righteousness, and sanctification, and redemption 
that according as it is written, He that glorieth, h 
him glory in the Lord.' " 

" If such is the case," he said, " I am quite willin 
to take the lowest place, and to come as the woma 
did, if you think the Saviour will have me." 

** If you can trust Him, and believe that He die 
for your sins, and rose again for your justificatioi 
you are saved now. There is no other gospel tha 
this : ' Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and tho 
shalt be saved.' " 

The whole seemed so simple to him, that he sai 
to me, " Is this all you had to do when you wei 
converted?" 

" That 's all, my friend. As helpless as the dyin\ 
thief on the cross, I came looking unto Jesus. Th 
same power saved me — the Spirit of the Lord, an< 
that only." 

After spending some time in prayer by his bedsidi 
I went away. When I came home, I still continue 
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to ask the Lord to reveal Himself to that young man. 
I felt the burden of his soul lying heavily on my 
heart, which led me to pray more earnestly, as I knew 
that the hand of death was close by. About the 
middle of the night he became very agitated, and 
said to a young man who was sitting up with him, 
and who told me, " Oh I I wish my friend was here," 
mentioning my name. " She said to me that the 
Saviour would save me just as I am, if I trusted 
Him. I want to do so, I am most anxious. On the 
other hand, it seems that some things won't let me 
come." Clasping his hands together, with agonising 
fervour, he said with a loud voice, " God be merciful 
to me a sinner I Jesus, save me I " then fell back on 
the pillow. The spiritual struggle was ended, and 
the dying young man received that night the pardon 
of all his sins, and eternal life through believing on 
Jesus. He revived considerably, and sent for me 
early in the morning. 

On entering his room and going up to his bedside, 
I was struck with the expression of his face. The 
cold, vacant, yet anxious look had gone. He held 
out his thin hand to me and said — 

" Oh ! my dear friend, you will be glad to hear the 
good news. The Lord has touched my hard stony 
heart last night. I am so happy. I believe that the 
Saviour has taken all my sins away. The Holy Spirit 
opened my mouth for the first time in my life in 
prayer to God, and I cried, 'God be merciful to me a 
sinner I Jesus save me ! ' I am so thankful that I 
cannot express myself as I would. Oh t do thank 
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God for me, for I am so weak and so ill, I can 
hardly Bpeak." 

We prayed, praised, and wept together, for his 
spirit followed mine. He was extremely humble, and 
repented deeply over his wasted life. Speaking ahoat 
his ignorance of Gods Word, I told him that he 
would have to learn all in the better world. " Buty" 
he said, " I ought to have learned all these things 
before I came to a deathbed. Oh I dear friend, be 
not afraid to warn any careless young men you may 
come across. Tell them of me, and how very near 
I was to being lost, had not the Saviour sent you 
to tell me about His love to such as me. Tell 
them not to wait until they are within a few 
days of their death before they think of its reality. 
When I think of all my companions in sin and folly, 
with whom I have ridiculed and laughed at those 
who would not go with us, I am ashamed before 
God, and I am not worthy to be the subject of Hb 
forgiving love. Yet I believe the blood of Jesus 
Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin. I rest in 
this assurance, and I have peace." 

He lingered about ten days, and daily improved in 
the light he had received from on high. His suffer- 
ings were very great. I ministered to his body for 
the Lords sake, until the last hour of his life. A few 
moments before he died, he murmured to himself 
"Blessed Jesus I Everlasting life— for ever and 
ever 1 Lord be merciful to me a sinner I " He 
turned his face toward me, and asked me the time. 
It was just half-past ten at night He appeared then 
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to fall into a quiet sleep, for the cough had left him 
entirely. Kot hearing him breathe, I pot my hand 
on his heart It had ceased to beat '' Absent from 
the body, present with the Lord." Just one month 
from the date I first visited him. 

** ' Soon — and for ever ! ' 

Such promise our trust, 
Though ashes to ashes, 

And dust unto dust 
Soon — ^and for ever 

Our union shall be 
Made perfect, our glorious 

Redeemer, in thee. 
When the sin and the sorrows 

Of time shall be o'er ; 
Its pangs and its partings 

Remembered no more ; 
When life cannot fail. 

And when death cannot sever ; 
Christians with Christ shall be 

Soon and for ever.** 

The conversion of this young man, which I have 
not the slightest doubt to have been true and sincere, 
gives great glory to God, and shows forth the power 
of His free, sovereign grace to save all to the utter- 
most — all who come unto Him through faith in Jesus 
Christ In some of our conversations he told me 
that he had not the slightest wish to live ; but if God 
were to raise him to life and strength, he would try 
most earnestly to serve Him, and to devote all his 
time to His service. Many such promises are made 
on beds of sickness. They are meant at the time, I 
have no doubt, but they prove 8i\^rw«t^ \si \a3Kss?^ 
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instances, to be sorrowful failarea It is now as it 
was when our Lord lived on earth ; the human nature 
is not altered. We think of the ten lepers whom the 
Lord cleansed : only one returned thanks, and he was 
a stranger; but the nine others forgot the pity of 
Jesus, and went back to the world and to their earthly 
idols. Beal gratitude is a rare jewel both toward 
God and toward man. But our heavenly Father 
expects it from us. He has a right to look for fruit 
where He has taken so much care to sow. 

I am thinking of an old man I once visited in an 
hospital. He was over seventy years of age. In a 
moment of darkness, but in his perfect senses, he had 
attempted to take his own life away by cutting his 
throat with a razor. There was a large gash made, 
and the wound was deep. It seemed as if his life truly 
hung on a thread. For several weeks he was very ill; 
yet it pleased the Lord to spare the old tree from 
being cut down. He recovered. When I could speak 
to him, I tried to show him how wonderfully kind Qod 
had been to save him, and would he not now, out of 
the simplest duty of gratitude, seek His face and the 
pardon of all his sins by coming to the Saviour ? He 
promised me that he would now and for ever give 
his heart to the Lord ; and if he were able to get up 
again and go to work, he would certainly lead a new 
life. He appeared very penitent, and happy to re- 
ceive my visits, and listened to the reading of Gk)d*s 
Word with interest The wound of his throat had 
been sewn up, and healed very well indeed, consider- 
ing his age and the nature of the cut He left the 
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hospital, went to his home, forgot all about his vows, 
and became more hardened than he was before. His 
affliction had not been sanctified to him. When I 
told him of his selfishness to God, he said — 

''Oh! I can't help it ; I have no faith. I ain't like 
yon." 

" Now, my old friend," I said to him, " you have 
had time given you to repent ; if you make light of 
it, it wiU be to your eternal sorrow." 

" I hope not, ma'am," he said ; " I trust it will be 
right in the end." 

In the same ward there was a young policeman 
and a railway guard. Each of them were miracu- 
lously healed by the Lord's goodness, yet neither of 
them returned Him thanks. Well might the Lord 
Jesus ask the question now, " Were there not ten 
cleansed ? but where are the nine ? " 

You and I, teachers, scholars, and parents, are 
quickly travelling along one way or the other. Our 
heavenly Father gives everybody in this Christian 
England, a land of Bibles, an opportunity to know 
Him. Our life is given us for that very purpose: the 
only thing we are left in darkness about is, how long 
we may remain here, or how short our time may be. 
This uncertainty is a most wise design, as it keeps us 
from presuming on a long life, or from wasting its 
precious hours away in idleness or sin. But there are 
many who will neither hear nor see : " The god of this 
world hath blinded their minds, lest the light of the 
glorious gospel, which is the image of God, should 
shine in their hearts " (2 Cor. iv. 4). 
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*^ But if 70U still this call refuse, * 

And dare such wondrous love abuse. 
Your bitter prayer in justice turn ; 
Too late ! too late ! will be the cry, 
Jesus of Nazareth has passed by !*' 

Eleven o'clock had been striking some time, aad I 
was preparing to go to rest for the night, when a lend 
knock came to the door ; a message was brought me 
to this effect : Would I go at once and visit a lady, 
who thought herself dying, and was in most terrible 
distress of mind? I soon put my things on, and 
commending myself to the Lord's keeping, I followed 
the messenger, who took me into a large house, where 
the lady in question occupied the first-floor of some 
handsomely-furnished apartments. The maid brought 
me into her mistress's bedroom, where a lady-com- 
panion was sitting, but on my entering, she rose up 
and went out. I very much wondered what my 
heavenly Father would have me to do or say on this 
most unexpected errand. Presently the lady, who 
was moaning most piteously in bed, turned her face 
toward me, and said, in a wild excited manner — 

" Oh ! you are the person whom they say can do 
me good. I have seen three different physicians to- 
day, to whom I have given a guinea each for their 
visits, but they have done me no good. My poor 
brain is distracted. What I want, they say, is rest — 
perfect rest ; but they have not given it to me. Who 
can give me rest ? Can you ?" 

** Dear madam," I quietly said, " what you expected 
from these earthly physicians was not in their power 
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to give. There are certain deep moral snfferings 
which no hnman skill can touch or cure. I cannot tell 
the cause of your unrest ; but I will tell you of two great 
complaints which are very common, and that cannot be 
healed with silver and gold. It is a broken disappointed 
heart, and a conscience heavy laden with sin. You 
may be suffering from these causes ; in that case, there 
is only One who can do you good, without money and 
without price; even the heavenly Physician of the soul, 
the Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of the living God." 

" Oh 1 " she cried, " come nearer to me ; let me 
look at you. Oh! help me, for God's sake, to find 
that rest ! I am so weary — so weary ! " 

Poor helpless soul! I felt I was with a strange 
woman, but looking up to Jesus for help, I felt 
strengthened. She was very handsome, about thirty- 
five years of age ; everything about her bespoke a 
refined woman. 

" Will you allow me to pray," I asked her, ** and 
ask the loving Lord that He may speak in power and 
tenderness to your wearied spirit ? " 

" Oh ! yes, dear," she exclaimed ; " do what you like, 
only don't leave me." 

I knelt down and prayed what the Holy Spirit 
suggested to me, for I left myself entirely to be guided 
from on high, during this most peculiar interview. 
This prayer produced on the mind of that unhappy 
woman what a shower of rain does on a dry and 
parched ground. Oh how she wept I and these pre- 
cious tears seemed to give her great relief. When I 
rose and stood before her, she said — 
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'* I Bee now that you are a sincere woman, and 
possess a treasure that I could wish I had. I dare- 
say you are wondering who I am, and where I come 
from. I feel already better since you have been here. 
Your presence and your words have brought me back 
to the time when I was a young girl of sixteen, when 
I was confirmed. My heart was tender then, and my 
mind was brought under deep religious impressions. 
Had these feelings been encouraged and nurtured 
by a thoughtful mother, I might have led a very 
different life. But our family circle and connections 
were of the most gay and fashionable kind, chiefly 
officers. I was married when I was eighteen years of 
age, and went to India with my husband, who held 
there a superior appointment under Government. 
Balls, dinner-parties, and all the pleasures that were 
to be had there, was the only aim of my life ; and you 
cannot form any idea of the luxury of such an exist- 
ence in India. I was my husband's idol, and he was 
mine — there was nothing too good or too expensive for 
me, and as far as the possession of these things gives 
happiness, I had them to the full. In the whirlwind of 
these continued excitements, I forgot all about the 
morning of my confirmation, when I made the solemn 
promise to give up the world, the flesh, and the devil 
All was bright and fair for some years. Then, ohi there 
came all at once, without warning, the crushing, killing 
blow. He, my dearest husband, my stay, my joy, my 
all, was taken from me, in the prime of his life, within 
a few days, by fever." Here the poor woman burst 
again into fresh sobs, and continued her sad tale of 
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sorrow. "After his death, a fearful blank followed. 
It was of no nse for me to stay there alona I gave 
up onr establishment, sold everything, and returned 
to my friends in England, a most desolate, lonely 
woman. No one seemed to understand my grief, and 
all their talk was to no purpose. I took to travelling 
from place to place ; I was advised to do so by my 
medical man, to have plenty of changes, that it would 
remove the pressure on the brain. I am in search of 
peace of mind ; but it is useless, I can't get it" 

It struck jne all at once — though she did not say 
so— from the symptoms of her complaints, that she 
had taken to strong stimulants, and other false 
remedies, such as opium, to calm her troubled mind 
and bid her sorrows cease. These things had 
materially injured her brain and her heart, as she 
was suffering from both. Presently she took out her 
watch from under her pillow, and said — 

" They are coming to fetch me away ; but you will 
not let them take me, will you ? How can I meet 
Qod ? I am not ready. My peace is not made with 
flim. My sins are many, and they witness against 
me. Terror and despair is my lot." She sat up in 
bed, and looked wild and agitated. 

'* Do calm yourself, dear madam/' I said, laying 
hold of her head. " There are no visible or spiritual 
foes here, and no one will take you away — you are 
perfectly safe. Moreover, I believe that our strange 
meeting together is a token for good in your present 
history. Our God and Father is now giving you 
another opportunity to turn to Him, and to seek the 
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pardon of your bIds in His own appointed way ; and 

recollect that you have not to make your peace with 

God. Peace was made for the sinner once and for 

ever when Jesus Christ died on the cross, for He is our 

peace. We have nothing to do but to take it GtxL's 

way of peace, pardon, and reconciliation is all to be 

met in Jesus, the only Saviour and Redeemer. The 

loss of your dear husband must have been a great blow 

to your aJGFection when it came, but have y6u never 

thought that God took him away because he occupied 

in your heart the place of God, who is to be the one 

supreme, essential object of our worship, and not the 

creature." 

" Oh, yes," she said, " I have often thought of it ; 

still my heart has not yielded in submission to His 
will, and the void is not filled up." 

" Just so ; and it never will until you resign your 
will to His, and accept the cup ad from His hands. 
I wish I had the power to persuade you to believe 
that Jesus loves you, and that His love, when laid 
hold of by faith, is able to fill up all the crevices of 
your empty heart, and to bind up all its wounds 
You are young, and surrounded by many mercies, — 
these you seem to have overlooked. I know of 
widows who have been bereaved as you have, and are 
left with families of young children, not knowing how 
to clothe and feed them. Seek to consecrate the re- 
mainder of your life to the service of God, so, when 
it shall come to its close, the end will be better than 
the beginning. Think seriously what you are living 
ior now. To brood over the past, which you can- 
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not bring back, and to be living wholly in self-indul- 
gence, can never make you a better, a happier, woman." 

All I said she seemed to fall in with, and promised 
me to think about it. The night had passed away, 
and the morning light was breaking in. She was so 
mach better, so calm, that I asked her if I might go 
home, as I felt tired. 

" I dare not keep you any later," she said'; **x)nly 
pray again for me before you go, that I may be able 
to get that peace and that rest which I need.'' 

I did so with joy, and most earnestly asked the 
Lord to bless this strange visit. Before parting, she 
said to me — 

*' Do you charge anything for your visits ? If so, 
I should be most happy to pay you anything you will 
like to name." I smiled, of course, at this offer, and 
emphatically refused, telling her that my calling was 
not like the earthly physician's ; that I had freely 
received eternal life of the Lord Jesus, by believing 
on Him only, without any efforts of my own, there- 
fore freely would I point her where she could obtain 
the same gift We parted then, even without know- 
ing each other's name. I returned homeward, full 
of sad reflections on this singular case. When I 
called during the afternoon to inquire how she was, 
she, the companion, and the maid, had left. All I 
ooiQd gather was, that she was really a lady, and the 
widow of an officer in the Indian army ; she came up 
to London to consult the best physicians about her 
different ailments, but seemed most unhappy. 

What lesson can we gather from this poor broken- 
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hearted woman ? That the world after all is not a 
satisfying portion ; she regretted the time when her 
heart was tender that she had not then decided for the 
Lord, but had turned her back upon Him for the cup 
of pleasures, which filled her soul now with useless 
regrets and sore disappointments. " Remember now 
thy Creator in the days of thy youth, while the evil 
days come not, nor the years draw nigh when thou 
shalt say, I have no pleasure in them " (Eccles. xii.) 
These facts from real life give great glory to God's 
truth, and the unfolding of people's lives brings out 
the perfect unalterable word of our God and Father, 
in the earthly consequences of their sins and follies ; 
or, on the other hand, the fulfilment of His precious 
promises to those who fear His name and walk in the 
paths of obedience. 

My next story is a very gloomy one, which makes 
my heart ache at the recollection of it. Nevertheless, 
it contains a solemn word of warning in it, which 
may be blessed to some who are walking in the broad 
road which will lead them to disgrace and shame, if 
they still persist in their course. 

One Thursday morning at eleven o'clock I entered 
Newgate prison. Having given my name and ad- 
dress to the keeper a,t the door, I was allowed to 
enter the interior of the gaol, and to visit him whom 
I wished to see. The gaoler took me through some 
vaulted passages and iron doors, rattling his big keys 
as I followed him silently. He unlocked the last one, 
when I came in sight of a courtyard, which I could 
on]y Bee through a wire grating, not large enough to 
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admit a finger between. Within the yard were a 
number of men and youths marching round and 
round without speaking; they were watched by 
warders ; some of them were well-dressed, and of 
respectable appearance. I thought they must be 
prisoners waiting for their sentences, as they had not 
on the usual prison garb. Amongst them I saw him 
I came to see. Oh, how I trembled to see him there I 
But who is he ? and what has he done ? He is a 
well-educated, refined, handsome young man, who 
thus spends his nineteenth birthday in Newgate. 
Several serious charges are entered against him, 
fraud being the principal. I felt a deep interest in 
him and pity. I had often met him at his home, 
around the family table, sometimes in the house of 
God, and even in the Sunday-school, where occasion- 
ally he attended his friends. I heard of his capture, 
and fearing I might never see him again, I thought 
I would try and lead his mind, if possible, under 
those painful circumstances, to a God of justice, but 
also of mercy. The gaoler called his name; he 
quickly turned his face toward the grating, and came 
near where I stood. The gaoler left me then, and 
told me to ring the bell when I wanted to go, and 
that I might stay half-an-hour. He locked the door 
behind me, and left me with my friend. When he 
saw me, his countenance fell. 

" Dear , I thought I would like to see you," I 

said. " You know I have long been a friend to you and 
yours. I would not have ventured to come into this 
abode of gloom, had I not been drawn by Christian love 



j^lSO 



^h»^ 






4» 



saetxt^ 






va»6votx_ 






X^*^"" .^ape.^^1 ^^^^^^Z^^ * r^as ^«^ 



1 



Ug 






Aiote?* 



V^ton^^t; Stoned tV«^i.;te c«^ 



ge^ 



to 



^tvAoUO^alatix 



"^^^^rs--^ 






'■^v. ^^'^'tC^ '^KJ^'' 0*«»'' 









"^''S^^n:;;dtagsf 



beett 



ao^^^r^ 



, ^ t\vetft*L. scene, ^'^ ,KeN«vve8,?* , 












to 



N^ovx 



THE LOVING HAND OF JESU& 49 

" At present," he coDtinued, " my mind is so fully 
occapied about the sentence I am likely to get, that I 
can't think of anything else. My lawyer will do all 
he can for me ; he is a very clever man, and gives me 
hopes to get me off with only a year or so. Well, 
why do you look so miserable ? Would you rather I 'd 
get seven years' penal servitude ? " 

" Indeed, I have no such wish," I exclaimed, " but 
that the will of God may be done, for your real good. 
I am most grieved at your carelessness. There is 
one thing your clever lawyer can never do for you, or 
any one else, and that is to wash the stain from your 
lost character." 

The half-hour had expired. The gaoler came to 
let me out. 

" Come again, will you ? " said the young man, as I 
bade him a sad good-bye. Not a shadow of repent- 
ance was on his face. The same trifling proud look 
which usually characterised his physiognomy was 
there. How hardening is sin ! 

I saw him again, but he retained his self-assurance 
to the end. He stood his trial, and was sentenced to 
two years' imprisonment. It was a much lighter 
sentence than was feared, but the jury took into con- 
sideration several things which went in his favour. 
He left London then for a county prison. 

Dear young friends ! watch against a lying tongue, 
and the temptation to take that which is not yours. 
These two dangerous propensities were the besetting 
sins of this young man when he was a boy at school. 
As he grew older, his conceit and vanity were so 
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fitrong in his nature, that he could not bear any 
reproof. Then a fondness for casinos, music haJls, 
Ac, led him to make bad, sinful acquaintances, with 
whom he spent more than his means would allow. 
Proceeding from one step to another, he at length 
defrauded his employer to gratify his pride in dress 
and sinful pleasures. However, there is a bright 
side to the dark picture, and it is to be found in 
the verse of Scripture I left on his mind in our last 
interview: — "Let the wicked man forsake his way, 
and the unrighteous man his thoughts ; and let him 
return unto the Lord, and He will have mercy upon 
him ; and unto our God, for He will abundantly par- 
don " (Isa. Iv. 7). 

My closing story will now be about the little 
French girl, Louise, whom we left sleeping on the 
bundle of hay in the loft on the night of the storm, 
many years ago. 

" God moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform ; 
He plants His footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

^ Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill. 
He treasures up His bright design, 
And works His sovereign will.'* 

Perhaps some one has been inclined to think, be- 
cause Louise made that strange remark to her 
mother about the suflferings of Jesus, that she must 
have grown up a little angel of goodness; but i^ 
such thing was the case. She had a bad wicked 
heart, like the rest of children, that needed the grace 
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of God to make it pure and good. At times she was 
^ery naughty and self-willed, and had to be punished 
\)y her father. She was put to school in a convent in 
trhe South of France, as her mother very much wished 
Ihat she should grow fond of a religious life, and to 
l)ecome a nun rather than anything else, should she 
have a decided vocation for it. She thought to be 
shut up within the walls of a convent would be a 
safe retreat for her child, and a place of safety from 
the attacks of the evil one and from the snares of 
the world. Alas ! for such mistaken notions. There 
are in all convents pride, envy, jealousy, going on 
continually, and hearts wrung with despair. It is 
not the abode of peace and love, as many wrongly 
imagine, but of deceit and self-deluded mortals. 
Louise had not the slightest inclination to be buried 
alive in that fashion, and often told her mother so 
when she used to come home for her holidays. She 
had not much taste either for book studies or for any- 
thing that was quiet and sedate. Her quick active 
brain was ever bringing her into disgrace, for laugh- 
ing and talking or inventing some mischief, which 
troubled the dear quiet nuns very much to know how 
to deal with the soldier s little daughter — ^her father 
was in the French army — ^and they often said she 
would have made a better boy than a young lady. 
When she was twelve years of age, she performed her 
first communion according to the rules of the Bomish 
Church. A very grand religious show is made in the 
South of France on that day and for that ceremony. 
The dressing forms a great part of the solemnity in 
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the children's minds. Although Louise had gone 
through a preparatory process for a year previous to 
the performing of the act, — such as many confes- 
sions, prayers, and masses of different sorts and times, 
— ^yet her heart was unchanged, and she longed to be 
dressed in the handsome white dress which her god- 
mother had sent her, as is the custom in France. 
The day generally closes with a worldly dinner-party, 
which was the case in the home of Louise ; then, the 
day after, she was taken back to school. A year after 
this event, which is considered the first important 
step in the life of a child, her father fell from off his 
horse one morning while riding. He was brought 
home insensible, internally hurt ; after a few days, he 
recovered a little, then wished to have Louise sent for 
to wait upon him, as she was very handy, light, and 
cheerful about his bedside. For several months she 
was her father's best nurse. She used to read and 
sing to him, and attend very tenderly to his poor 
fractured head. He declared that no one could 
manage him so well as the child did, therefore she 
was seldom out of his sight. His sufferings in- 
creased very much, which made him restless and 
irritable. One very sad feature in that home was the 
total absence of any religious influence. The men of 
France, as a rule, have a great dislike to any religion 
at all. Popery fails to attract them, therefore they 

live without God. Madame perceived, to her 

great sorrow and distress, the gradual decline of her 
dear husband's health and strength, but dared not 
say anything to her husband on the subject of 
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religion, for he would not hear, and generally put 
himself in a passion if anything of the kind was 
mentioned. He was a handsome well-educated 
Frenchman ; order and discipline seemed to be his 
ruling principles, and on these two things he greatly 
prided himself. He was a kind loving father, and 
cared for his two children very much ; for Louise 
had a brother a year older than herself, whose name 
was Alfred. It was with deep anxiety that the 
little family watched the bedside of him who was 
their mainstay. At last, inflammation of the brain 
set in from the injury he had received when he fell 
from his horse. The hand of death entered the 
dwelling one bright Easter Sunday morning, and took 
him away. 

Although the married life of Madame had not 

been a happy one, yet she deeply and truly regretted 
her husband. They were neither of them suited to 
each other. More romance than reason was con- 
nected with their marriage. They first met at a ball ; 

Monsieur was then only a young student, without 

much means; he was very clever, but he had to make 
himself a position. She was a Spanish young lady, 
who had come from Spain to spend a few months with 
a maternal aunt, who wished to leave her her fortune 
at her death ; she was a widow without children. 
This old lady encouraged the courtship, and wrote to 
her brother-in-law to obtain his consent to the mar- 
riage of his daughter with the yoimg student, whose 
family was very respectable, though not classing in 
the same rank as the young lady's did. Her father's 
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answer was to the eflfect that he was indignant with 
his daughter, and that she was to return immediately 
to Spain — that he never would give his consent to 
such a misalliance ; but if she persisted in disobeying 
his wishes, he would disinherit her. Everything was 
set aside ; they were married. Madame was cer- 
tainly not suited for a poor man s wife, considering 
the luxurious manner in which she had been brought 
up in her beautiful home in Spain. But love is 
stronger than death, and hers was very unselfish all 

through her life. After a few years, Monsieur 

was able to gain a good position for his wife and. 
children. Had they understood each other's disposi- 
tion better, and made it a study, they might have 
been happier. But it was too late now; all oppor- 
tunity was for ever gone. Whatever wrong existed, it 
was all forgiven and absorbed in true grief for the 
great loss. 

After the funeral was over, Madame had to 

sell everything, furniture, books, pictures, to procure 
money ; she then went and lived near her aunt, who 
was Louise's godmother. This was the first great 
sorrow, but not the last, of the little French girl. It 
used to make her heart ache to see her dear mother 
crying. She would try to cheer her by sitting on her 
lap and saying to her, ** mamma dear 1 don't cry 
like that. Wait till I'm a grown-up woman, then I 
will work for you, and earn plenty of money ; I shall 
buy you some nice dresses, and everything you want 
You will be happy again, won't you ? " The child 
could not understand the widow's tears and loneliness. 
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"Vvho can but those who have felt the same, and 

^^He who takes the husband away, and can only heal 

ti^lie wounds He makes ? 

From a life of ease and luxury, Madame was 

Xiow left a widow with two children ; her means were 
"very much reduced, and her broken heart oppressed 
"with sad apprehensions and deep cares regarding 
what her future would be. It was just at that par- 
ticular time that she received a letter from a near 
relative, who was one of the most fashionable milliners 

in Paris. She had heard of Madame's misfortune, 

and proposed to take Louise, and teach her the busi- 
ness. At first Madame shrank from the thought 

of sending her little girl, so young, alone to that gay 
capital to earn her bread, especially in an occupation 
for which she had not the slightest sympathy; in fact, 
she considered the proposal almost humiliating. She 
also had to learn many a hard lesson before she 
could say, with true Christ-like resignation, " Thy will 
be done/' But in the meanwhile the letter had to be 
answered. Louise was asked if she would like to go 
and be apprenticed to her aunt for seven years. Of 
cotirse the thought of leaving her mother, whom she 
loved very much, and her brother, seemed very bitter. 
But her aunt had drawn such a bright picture of the 
advantages to be gained in a worldly point of view, 
and from all she was disposed to do in her favour, 
that she was induced to yield to her wishes. Her 
mind having been made up, the preparations were 
soon made. When the day of her departure came 
round, the trial of the separation from her mother 
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was more than her little heart could bear, and she 
had to be carried into the carriage. After three days 
and three nights of sad weary travelling, she arrived 
at Paris in the evening, utterly bewildered with the 
bustle and noise in the large courtyard where the 
diligence stopped. The conductor, who had little 
Mademoiselle in charge, and who had been very kind 
to her, seeing her grief, took her down in his arms, 
and having told her to sit on her box, she was to wait 
until " called for." She did not wait long, when a 
mauHservant dressed in livery appeared to claim her. 
He had been sent by her aunt, and having placed 
Louise in a cab, with her luggage, they drove quickly 
off to the Boulevard de la Madeleine, where her aunt 
occupied a very handsome suite of apartments on the 
first floor. When the cab stopped, Louise jumped 
out, and followed the domestique, who conducted 
her to the presence of her aunt. She was seated in 
her bedroom, furnished, as in many French houses, 
like a drawing-room, and where company is enter- 
tained in a friendly way. She received the little girl 
kindly, kissed her, and made her sit by her side on 
the sofa. 

'* Eh bien, Louise, you are come at last 1 " she ex- 
claimed. These words of greeting expressed in some 
degree, to her fluttering heart, feelings of sympathy 
and interest, which Louise's little pale face and deep 
mourning attire had inspired her with. " I hope," she 
added, " you will be a good girl, and that you have 
made up your mind to work hard, in order to learn 
your business quickly, so that by and by you may be 



THE LOVING HAND OF JESUa 57 

**^le to help your mother. Let me tell you, en 

P^^^^anty that your mother and I have never been 

^^ly good friends — her ideas and mine are very 

different ; still, what I have done in having you here, 

^^ for your sake and your father's memory, for whom 

X have much respect. I dare say you will feel rather 

strange at first, but you will soon get used to it. I 

^ust also ask you to be very obedient to the * first- 

Ixand,' as I shall give you entirely into her care." 

After this first lecture, Louise looked up, and said 

that she would try to please her. She was struck 

^ith her aunt's beauty : she was then about thirty 

years of age, not married, very tall and elegantly 

dressed, and her figure was graceful and dignified ; 

l)ut there was about her whole air such a freezing 

coldness, notwithstanding her beautiful face — such a 

contrast to her mother s sunny, open countenance — 

that she did not feel at all comfortable in her 

presence. 

After partaking of some slight supper, for she did 
not feel at all hungry, her aunt dismissed her for the 
night, thinking she must be tired. The maid-servant 
took Louise into a little room over the kitchen, which 
received light only from the staircase. Here she left 
her with a candle, and wished her good-night 
When the poor child found herself alone in that dark 
little place, she gave way to her long pent-up feelings, 
calling with bitter cries for her mother to take her 
away. But alas ! it was of no avail ; no one cared for 
poor Louise's anguish now. No response came, and 
the cold damp walls of the cheerless room alone 
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witnessed her despair. After kissing the little gold 
cross, and medal of the Virgin Mary, which her mother 
hung round her neck as a safeguard, with a strong 
recommendation never to part with it, then saying 
her prayers, she was soon in bed ; and being over- 
powered with fatigue and excitement, she fell asleep 
through her tears. 

Next morning her aunt came up to wake her. " It 
is nine o'clock, Louise," she said ; " it is time for you 
to be down- stairs. I hope that you are rested from 
your fatigue, my child ? " 

" Oh, yes," she replied, ** thank you ; I slept very 
well." She felt very much inclined to have a good 
cry again, but she kept her tears from rising, as 
she did not want to look so weak. '' But this little 
room is so dark/' she said to her aunt, ** that I fear I 
shall never know the time." 

** In Paris we are very much straitened for room," 
she answered Louise. "All the young assistant- 
milliners sleep at the top of the house, and I thought 
you would be happier down-stairs, nearer my own 
chamber." 

When she was readv she followed her aunt into the 
dining-room, where she had some breakfast, then 
she conducted her into the front part of the house. 
The first place to which she took Louise was the 
workroom. At a long table were seated about twenty- 
five young girls on high stools above the table, which 
was covered with pretty finery, such as tulle ribbons, 
blonde, and flowers. They were making bonnets. 
They all stared at Louise very hard, who was think- 
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ing of this formidable "first-hand," whom she was 
particularly to obey and look up to. She was a 
charming young Frenchwoman, named Elise, and 
proved to be a most kind and patient teacher to the 
poor distressed child. She was like a mother to her, 
wiping many of her sad tears away during her hard 
apprenticeship. Her aunt then took her into the 
showrooms, which were fitted up in very costly style, 
^ith looking-glasses and ornaments everywhere. The 
novelty of everything surprised Louise very much. 
She had never seen anything like it. 

" You see these four rooms ?" said her aunt, " you 
will have to dust them in turn every morning with 
the other apprentices. Do not suppose because you 
are related to me that I can treat you diflFerently 
from the rest of the young girls whose care I have. 
They are all much better off than you, and pay me 
large premiums for their apprenticeship ; and I have 
taken you for nothing, besides having to clothe you." 

Louise did not much like this last remark, which 
mortified her pride, although it was true. Yet she 
could not help the causes which had brought her there. 

*' It is a great pity also," continued her aunt, " that 
you are so short, and I am quite disappointed in your 
general appearance." 

These words were not very flattering to Louise, 
who smiled, and replied that though she was little 
she could do a great deal of work. 

" Ah I we shall see." 

She took to the business very quickly, nothing 
seemed to be an obstacle to her. God had given her 
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an active mind, and plenty of courage to push along. 
It enabled her to overcome great hardships, and to 
obtain a good position in her aunt's establishment 
after the seven years of her apprenticeship had rolled 
away. She was now a young girl of nineteen years 
of age, no more a child, but a worldly Parisian 
woman. Her busy mind, from a want of religious 
culture, had found its sole happiness in pleasure. She 
had plenty of opportunities of gratifying her fondness 
for that in her aunt's large circle of friends, with 
whom she was a general favourite. But what were her 
thoughts of God then ? She prided herself in being 
moral ; foims had been observed, duties now and 
then performed. Her mother's teaching and the 
convent lessons were not altogether forgotten. Then 
she belonged to *a singing choir at the church ; and 
was very kind to her mother, whom she almost 
kept entirely. What else could she do better than all 
these things? True, she knew no other way; no 
one had ever told her that she was a poor lost sinner. 
Life was now unfolding itself in its brightness before 
her eyes ; some visionary idol of her own creation 
was waving its golden wings before her sanguine 
hopeful sight, whispering of earthly joys which might 
bloom to fade ; but this she would have to learn by 
bitter experience by and by, and in the school of 
adversity. Her heart was very proud, and the Lord 
knew how, and when to strike the blow. Oh ! how 
good of our loving God and Father thus to deign to 
teach His wandering children, and to lead them by 
ways they know not to Himself, there to restl 



THE LOVING HAND OF JESUS. 6 1 

Many English milliners frequented the establishment 
^f Louise's aunt, and as she was mostly in the show- 
room, she became very well acquainted and friendly 
With them. Repeated invitations did she receive to 
go across the Channel, and visit dear Old England. 
ller mind was directed to this change, and she felt 
l]QUch inclined to accept these kind proposals ; but 
Iter mother, who was then living in Paris, did not 
quite like her going amongst Protestants. She was 
afraid lest, in some way or other, she should imbibe 
their errors; she, like the Eomish Church, excluding 
out of heaven's reach all who did not belong to her 
creed. At all events, thought Louise, if they be such 
heretics, they are to be pitied, and what she had 
seen of them made her think that they were very 
nice people. Her seven years of Parisian life had 
given her more liberal ideas ; but her mother used to 
tell her that she was completely spoiled, and had 
become sceptical, as all the French are who have 
neither God nor laws. Louise became strongly pos- 
sessed with the idea of going to London. Her aunt 
thought it would be well if she went into a good 
house of business for a year, to learn the language 
thoroughly, then return to France, and continue with 
her, with the view of succeeding her. Her mother, see- 
ing her strong inclination, gave the required consent, as 
Louise was not yet of age. A situation was soon found 
in a West-end establishment. The employer who en- 
gaged her was in Paris, and being a married man, he 
promised her aunt to watch over her while she would 
be under his roof. Her heart began to fail a little 
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at the thought of leaving her native land for the first 
time ; and when she saw that all was ready for her 
departure, and beheld the tearful face of her niother, 
she asked herself whether she ought to proceed ; but 
she had gone so far that it would not be honourable 
to retract. The voyage came safely to an end, and 
London was reached one Saturday evening at eleven 
o'clock. She could not help contrasting the differ- 
ence which a little more than seven years had made 
in her ideas and circumstances from the time when 
she arrived in Paris so sad and so lonely. 

On reaching the house of business, where many 
young people were employed, it might have been 
amusing, but they could not understand each other. 
Louise began to realise that she was a stranger in a 
strange land. When she retired to rest, she found that 
all her comforts had been carefully studied, presenting 
another contrast to her first night in Paris, when she 
slept in the little dark room over the kitchen. Next 
morning was Sunday, and the house was so quiet 
that every noise seemed to be hushed, which sur- 
prised her very much. She felt rather awkward 
when she had to go down-stairs to breakfast. A 
young girl came to fetch her, and introduced her into 
the dining-room underground, where a great many 
young people of both sexes were assembled. Of 
course she knew that she was now the object of 
their curiosity and private remarks, and therefore 
felt the pressure for a while; but the hearty wel- 
come expressed in their smiling frank countenances, 
soon made her feel that she had fallen amongst 
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true hearts; and this first meal with her new 
finglish friends went oflf very happily. The first 
year passed rapidly away in business, studying the 
language and pleasures. Many kind friends were 
raised up to her, and she experienced the far- 
famed hospitality of the English to foreigners — so 
noble, 80 genuine. How striking and attractive to 
her were those homes — home! word not known on 
the Continent — with their beautiful family arrange- 
ments. They soon endeared England to her heart, 
and often the thought crossed her mind to send for 
her mother to come and see what a nice place it was. 
Thus she gaily pursued her course in careless 
security, light as a butterfly. Yet in the distant 
horizon were rising dark clouds of deep sorrow, and 
a storm was approaching which in its bursting would 
create the great change in Louise's history. " The 
loving hand of Jesus," who had brought her to Eng- 
land for a great purpose, and to show forth in her His 
•wonderful love, mercy, and electing grace, was mix- 
ing up a cup of sorrow for her to drink, — not such 
as she would have chosen for herself — oh, no ! — but 
according to the mind of God, who sees from the 
beginning and who says in His unerring Word of 
wisdom, " For my thoughts are not your thoughts, 
neither are your ways my ways." 

Louise did not concern herself much about the 
religion of the English people. She had one of her 
own, which did not interfere with her worldliness 
and love of pleasure. She used to go to mass every 
Sunday, and to confession now and then. The re- 
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maiDder of the day was spent in self-gratification, or 
in any way her fancy would lead her. Louise had 
always been taught that the Boman Catholic faith 
was the first, the best, and only true religion on 
earth. On that she rested, like thousands of others, 
ignorantly satisfied. Although far from being une 
devote^ as the French call the strict ones of their 
flock, yet she clung to the name, the forms, and 
ceremonies with some degree of reverence and 
affection, as to the good old faith of her fore- 
fathers. In coming to England, she knew that 
the nation was a Protestant one. . The little teach- 
ing she had received from her mother and in the 
convent had always tended to instil into her mind 
that all who did not believe as they did were here- 
tics ; that none could be saved unless they became 
Catholics before they died. In like manner any 
one abjuring that faith to become a Protestant would 
be sure to incur the loss of their souL Such were 
some of the ideas which Louise held fast. She had 
also read that the Eeformed Church of England took 
its rise only since the Reformation in Germany, of 
which Doctor Martin Luther, a bad, licentious, apos- 
tate monk, had been the leader. To suit his wicked 
purpose, and to make the picture darker still, he had 
married Catherine, a runaway nun, and become 
the father of several children. Nothing could strike 
the mind of Louise as more impure, taught to look 
upon the celibacy of the clergy and of those in mon- 
astic orders as one of its most holy and blessed states. 
Beyond these things Louise could not tell what the 
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Protestants believed or disbelieved. She had never 
fieen a Bible, bnt had often heard it said that it was 
Bot a fit book for a yoong ladj to read. It is not 
surprising, therefore, that her mind was filled with 
ignoranoe and unbelief. 

The first thing which struck her very much on 
her first arrival in London was the outward obser- 
vance of the Sunday in the streets, the shops being 
generally closed, and aU the theatres. She wondered 
why it was so, and what was the reason that made the 
people keep the day so strictly. The young girls in 
the establishment where she was, being an English 
house, were very much shocked with her when 
th^ saw her bringing out her fancy-work or plain 
sewing in the afternoon, when the weather turned out 
to be wet and cold ; neither could they make her 
believe for a long while that it was wrong. She 
thought that it was not any more sinful than to write 
letters, read a newspaper or a love-sick novel, or walk 
in the Parks with young men to display their fine 
dresses, as so many of them did. They were incon- 
sistent themselves, and yet they wanted to teach this 
poor French girl, who knew no better. But one of 
their number, a slender fair-haired young girl, of meek 
and gentle disposition, had shown much kindness to 
Louise, and from the first had seemed much interested 
in her, feeling for her loneliness. She was an orphan, 
and had been placed there to learn the business, 
and appeared to Louise to possess something that 
the others did not. She had heard her reproving 
the others when anything wrong was going on in 

s 
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the workroom, although they made fun of her, and 
called her old-maidish. When the day's work was 
over. Miss Adams would sit in some quiet comer, 
and read some good books. She seemed there as one 
by herself, as all the others were quite opposite in 
their pursuits. 

One evening Louise asked her, peeping over her 
shoulder, " What book are you reading there, my dear 
miss?" 

"It is God's Word, Mademoiselle," said Miss 
Adams. 

" How do you know that it is God's Word ? " 

** Because of the wonderful things it contains. 
There is no book like the Bible in all the world, and 
it is the glory of our country. Would you like to 
read it ? It can be had in the French language." 

^' Oh I no, thank you. Miss Adams. It is a Pro- 
testant book, and I must not read it." 

" The Word of God," continued Miss Adams, ** is 
for all the different people and nations of the earth. 
The same God created you and me. Do you believe 
that ? " 

" Yes, I do." 

" Well, He is not a Protestant God, like the goda 
many of the Chinese or the Hindoos. There is 
only one law for us all, and only one way to be 
saved." 

" That may be all very true," said Louise, " at least 
it is the manner in which you have been brought up to 
believe, like me — the way you have been taught. But 
not everybody in London who reads the Bible is good« 
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If 80, there wonld be no need of magistrates and 
prisons, and no drunkards in the streets. Even in this 
honse they are not all like you, my dear miss, and yet 
they read the Bibla How is it ? Our Catholic religion 
is grand, imposing. It tells on the imagination and 
the 8ense& You should see our magnificent churches, 
hear the beautiful singing, which sends you into rap- 
tures almost. It makes you think of heaven ; for 
I believe singing to be divine. Then the rich display 
of the gold vestments of our priests on a grand festi- 
val day. It is attractive in the extreme, I assure you. 
Qod is great, and nothing can be too grand for Him. 
What can you say to that. Miss Adams ? " 

" I dare say. Mademoiselle," she quietly answered, 
making great excuses for her dear little French friend, 
who had a very enthusiastic disposition, "all that 
display is very dazzling to the eye, and pleasing to 
the ear, but it does not teach the heart to hate sin 
and to love God, and produces the same effect on those 
who see these things that the reading of the Bible has 
with those of us who do not mingle faith with what 
they read. Why do not the grand displays of your 
religion make the Soman Catholics better and truer? 
Amongst the Protestants we have the wheat and the 
tares — dead souls and living souls — ^what you would 
call in French, dmefervente ou dme morte!* 

Many such conversations did Louise hold with her 
** dear miss," as she called her, when she could speak 
well enough. She certainly saw a marked difference 
between the English and her own people in every way, 
and it had the effect to lessen in her esteem their 
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morality and religiousness. Although young, Louise 
had seen much of life in Paris, and of its gracefully 
painted vice and corruption. She had drank and 
imbibed in some degree their loose views and ideas 
about virtue, and had strange notions about God*s 
character. Her mind had been early tainted by 
reading the popular and pernicious literature of the 
far-fetched sensational stories penned by the French 
novelists, such as Alexandre Dumas, Eugene Sue, 
€reorge Sand, and many others. She saw in London 
things which told her of sin, shame, poverty, and 
sorrow, as well as in Paris. Still, for all that, she 
questioned herself, ** If all these Protestants are tra- 
velling to everlasting hell, where are my people going?" 
For she had come to a decided conclusion that the 
English people in general were more inwardly religious 
than the French people. "What makes them to 
diflfer so much ? " again and again she would think. 
" Miss Adams says that it is the Bible. Only a nar- 
row sea divides us, and yet so opposite." Louise at 
times was much troubled with these thoughta Al- 
though she was frivolous, and intensely fond of dress 
and all worldly pleasures, yet somehow she had a 
reflective mind, which would inquire into things. 
There are moments, blessed moments too, when the 
most thoughtless are led by the Spirit of God, ever 
watching over them, to stop and think for a while. I 
have copied the following hymn, which expresses so 
exactly the state of mind and feelings of this young 
Frenchwoman, before it pleased the Lord to show 
her herself and Himself :— • 
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** I thonght that I was strong, Lord, 
And did not need Thy arm : 
Though trouhles thronged around me. 
My heart felt no alarm. 

'' I thought I nothing needed — 
Toutb, nor dress, nor sight ; 
And on I walked in darkness, 
And still I thought it light. 

** But Thou hast broke the spell, Lord, 
And waked me from my dream ; 
Thy light has burst into my soul 
With bright unerring beam. 

'' I know Thy blood has cleansed my soul, 
I know that I 'm forgiven ; 
And all the roughest paths on earth, 
Will surely end in heaven." 

One morning a letter was put into Mademoiselle's 
hands. It came from her annt, and was sealed with 
black. A strange feeling came over her as the letter 
lay on her lap. At last she broke the seal, and 
quickly read the contents. A few lines told her that 
her dear mother was no more. She put her work on 
the table, rose from her seat quickly without speaking 
to any one, then went into her bedroom, and there 
fell on her knees before that God she knew so little 
of, and poured out in His tender bosom the anguish 
of her soul. She remained a long while in that 
position, absorbed in her grief, for she truly loved 
her mother, when the door gently opened, and Miss 
Adams came in softly to see what was the matter. 
She put her arms round Mademoiselle, kissed her, 
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and asked the cause of her sorrow. They seated 
themselves on the little bed. Then Louise said — 

" My best, my most faithful friend, my dearest 
mother, is gone for ever ! I am truly alone in the 
world now. All my other friends in Paris can never 
be to me what she was. Although my aunt wishes 
me to return immediately, I do not feel inclined to 
go to Paris now. It will only be slavery again. You 
don't know, my dear Nelly, what I suffered for 
seven years — what tears I shed. My aunt, although 
I love her, is a very haughty, exacting woman, and 
she does not understand my nature. I have been so 
happy here, and so comfortable, that I must think 
before I return. Oh, I feel so unhappy now ! My 
mother 1 oh, my dear mother 1 " cried the poor girl, 
bursting into fresh sobs, " I wish I had died with 
thee ! for what use is my life to me now ? " 

" My dear Mademoiselle," said Miss Adams, cling- 
ing closer to her dear little French friend, " I do enter 
into your grief, for you know that I have lost my own 
dear mother and father, as well as you ; and I felt 
very miserable for a long while. Still you may be 
as happy as I am, and your life be made useful, if 
you would but look where I would guide your atten- 
tion. In my Bible I read these words of our Divine 
Master — * I am the Way, and the Truth, and the 
Life. (Je suis le chemin, et la verity et la vie.) 
Believe me, dear, the Saviour is the only One that 
can give you all you need now. I feel deeply in- 
terested in you, because you are so lonely in this 
strange country ; and my God and Father loves the 
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stranger and the orphan. I do desire, and often 
pray, that Qod would open your eyes, that you may 
see the truth, and become His child, my sister in 
Jesua'* 

Louise had been listening to the quiet soothing 
words of her dear English friend, one with her in her 
present affliction. When she was a little comforted, 
she said to her — 

" My dear Nelly, if you mean me to turn Protestant, 
let me tell you that it can never b& I dare not even 
think of it. You may call me superstitious, but I 
should be afiraid that the spirit of my departed mother 
should haunt me in the night, and reproach me for my 
apostasy. You know, Nelly, I am very decided in 
my ideaa I feel at present that I would rather be 
burned alive, as St Laurent was, on a gridiron, 
than become a heretic. I hope, dear, that I have not 
hurt your feelings. I love you very much, and I 
would not like to vex you, because you are so very 
good to me. But you must know that I belong to 
two very stanch and proud Catholic families, on my 
mother*s side, in Spain, and on my father s, in France. 
I have a first-cousin a priest, who loves me very much, 
and two cousins nuns. Although the French people 
in general live without the fear of God, and mix up 
all manner of sinful things with their strange religion, 
yet they abhor the thought of any one turning Pro- 
testant. Do you know, I would be despised even by 
the most ungodly of my relatives if I took such a 
step." 

The hasty words of the poor ignorant girl may sound 
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rash to your ears, bat she had an impulsive nature, 
very sensitive, soon moved to joy or sorrow, taking 
strong likes or dislikes just as the fancy led her. Her 
judgment was the judgment of a Frenchwoman with- 
out the grace of Qod. She was a fair specimen of 
most of them who have been brought up like her. 
What made her speak of the dreadful death of St 
Laurent was, that in early years she had been much 
impressed by seeing in the town where she was bom, 
on one of the porticos of the cathedral, then one of 
the most beautiful edifices in France, sculptured in 
bas-relief, a representation of the manner in which 
that sainted martyr died. He was represented fas- 
tened to a large gridiron, with a slow fire under it, 
that his death might be more tedious. Fox's '* Book 
of Martyrs '' gives the details and time of his execu- 
tion. Louise had never forgotten that dreadful pic- 
ture, and the wonderful faith of that great saint of 
old. But, of course, her comparison was not a good 
one, as she was nothing and knew nothing. Miss 
Adams did not ask her to give up Christ, to' embrace 
idolatry, but rather the contrary. For she knew very 
well that all the religion the poor French girl pos- 
sessed consisted only of a few dead forms ; that she 
was in her daily life very worldly, full of prejudices 
and superstitions ; that she had not the slightest idea 
of the real state of her soul, as a lost sinner in the 
sight of God. 

Some months after the death of her mother she 
received the news that her brother had been killed in 
Algeria by the Arabs, in the last engagement the 
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French troops had with them. Poor fellow I he was 
a promising young officer, but met with a soldier's 
early death and grave. What his last thoughts were, 
it is impossible to conjecture ; we must leave him also 
in Qod's hands, who doeth all things well. Louise's 
mother was spared the great sorrow to weep for her 
son, to whom she was most fondly attached. Neither 
did he know of her death before he was killed. 

A disappointment of another nature followed quickly, 
which completely broke her heart. She wondered 
in silent gloom what was the meaning of these 
strange things. Only a little while had passed away, 
and the storm which had been threatening had burst 
at last, carrying in its course all her fond dreams and 
bright illusions, thus quickly dissolved one after the 
other, and for ever destroyed. Like a frail bark 
tossed about on the waves of a tempestuous sea, she 
would have perished, had not the " loving hand of 
Jesus" laid hold of her, and whispered, " Peace — be 
still 1 " The Divine Schoolmaster took the trouble to 
teach her the lessons which she needed in order to be 
brought to Him. Her heart had to be humbled, and 
emptied of all in which it prided itself. Most crushing 
was the pain. " Tried with fire.'' The flesh had to be 
burned ; but the blessed Befiner sat there watching 
the process until He saw His work complete, then 
He rejoiced over it The Good Shepherd Jesus looked 
upon that poor, sick, wounded, wandering sheep, 
and set His everlasting love upon it, and said, '* She 
shall be mine, for I have chosen her in the furnace of 
affliction." 
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" Ah t " thought Louise, musing to herself, " now 
that I am left to do as I please, no one to guide or to 
comfort me, I will try and be more religious than I 
have been. I know I have been careless, and Grod 
has sent me these troubles as a punishment for my 
sins. He is angry with me, and I must try all I can 
to appease Him. Religion was good in troubles, my 
dear mother used to say. And I have not been so 
strict as I ought to have been." Then, looking on her 
new black attire, she continued the strain of her sad 
thoughts : "This black garb well reflects the state of my 
mind and inward feelings. Useless are my regrets. 
The grave will not give me back the dead. What 
aim have I in life now? None but a monotonous 
stupid existence. If I go back to Paris I shall find 
no aflfection there. Money-making, and that's all, 
and its pleasures will not satisfy me now." 

A deep sense of human desertion, and of profound 
loneliness, laid hold of her spirits, such as no kind- 
ness from her dear English friends could allay. For 
days and weeks she moved about in this state of 
mental darkness. Most of her spare time she spent 
alone in her own room, weeping over her sorrows 
before the picture of the blessed Virgin, looking upon 
her now as her second mother; or she would go into 
some secluded comer of the Eoman Catholic chapel,, 
there to count the beads of her chaplet. Even Miss 
Adams thought it better to leave her to herself for a 
while, but continued to pray, with another Christian 
young girl in the same house, for her conversion, as 
they all loved her. It was evident to those who were 
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interested in Louise's spiritual welfare, aud who 
watched her, that the renewal of her neglected reli- 
gious duties, and the strict observance of going to 
early mass every morning, confession, penance, and 
sacraments, did not satisfy the cravings of her empty 
heart, nor give her conscience peace. Oh, no 1 These 
things were all dead, formal, and cold. She was 
looking in them for love and s}Tnpathy, for joy and 
for rest, but it was not to be found there ; and all 
her best doings left her still what she had been before, 
a poor, miserable, unpardoned sinner, as long as she 
remained out of Christ. The Spirit of God was 
working within her all the time, but she was ignorant 
of it then. The great spiritual change was at hand — 
deliverance by the hand of Him " who maketh sore 
and bindeth up." 

A French lady called upon Louise. She was re- 
quested by her aunt to come and see her, and to urge 
her to return immediately. She added, that her aunt 
was thinking of returing shortly, and wished to settle 
the future life of Louise. 

" Please tell my aunt that I will think of it, as I 
cannot possibly leave this house just now." 

" I hope. Mademoiselle/' said the lady, " that you 
will not be so foolish as to cast at your feet such a 
wonderful good position as that which is offered to 
you, and I cannot see what can keep you in England 
now?" However, nothing was settled, and the lady 
went away. 

At this strange period of her history she met, in the 
house of an English lady, who had invited her one 
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Sunday afternoon to tea, a minister of the gospel He 
was an intelligent man, who had travelled a good 
deal, and had lived in France some part of his life, 
and took a special interest in the French people. This 
interview had been previously arranged, although 
Louise was not aware of it, as she shunned most 
strenuously all religious conversation : this was a 
strict command from her priest and confessor. But 
this good man had a happy way with him in putting 
the gospel before her without attacking her own reU- 
gious views. She liked what he said; there was 
an unseen power in his words which seemed to do 
her good. She was fond of listening to people 
who could talk well, and whose minds were well in- 
formed. By degrees she lost her fear and reserve, and 
opened, little by little, the wounds of her sick heart to 
him. He was a married man, and a father of several 
children, so he tenderly pitied the poor French girl, 
and tried to persuade her to begin the study of Holy 
Scripture as a means of diverting her mind, and of 
judging for herself the merit of the book. 

** If you will promise me to read it," he said, " I 
will be most happy to give you a very nice copy of it 
in French, as you will understand it better than in 
English/' 

" I shall be afraid," said Louise ; " it will be doing 
wrong, reading your Protestant Bible ; for if I do so, 
I must give up going to confession, as my director 
will not permit me to read it" 

"My dear child, don't be alarmed," said the 
minister to her, smiling at her scruplecf, " and be 
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not such a slave to a man who is only a poor human 
creature after all — who has no power given him of 
God over th6 consciences of the people but what he 
arrogates to himself without God's authority. Don't 
yon think that I am as anxious about the salvation of 
your soul and of my own as your father confessor is ? 
and if I know the right way, ought I not to show it to 
every creature ? I do not say to you, Do this, or do 
the other. I only ask you to read the Word of God ; 
but before you open the book, pray earnestly for 
the help and the light of the Holy Spirit, that you 
may be directed to understand aright the will of 
God." 

Before they parted, she yielded to his wish, and 
promised to read the Scriptures. The Bible was 
bought and sent to her, with a most kind note from 
the clergyman's wife. Louise followed the good 
man's instructions, and made up her mind to seek for 
herself what he told her would do her weary heart 
and her sad spirit good. 

She began the study of the four Gospels and the 
Epistles, as the servant of God had told her to 
look through them carefully, and see whether she 
could find in them any single passage where our 
Lord Jesus Christ taught His disciples to pray to His 
mother while He was yet living among them, or 
pointed to her in any way as a mediator, when He 
should have died, risen, and ascended into heaven. 
For this she looked anxiously, but could not find it 
anywhere. On the contrary, she was struck by the 
absence of notice which the Lord seemed to take as 



78 THE LOVIKG HAND OF JSSU& 

regards His mother. Neither could she find where 
the blessed Virgin died and was carried by angels 
into heaven, as she had always been taught to 
believe, on Assumption Day, in the month of August 
Thus night and day she spared no labour in seeking 
the truth, and all her spare moments were employed 
in comparing the practices of the Church of Bome 
with the simplicity of the gospel, bringing all she 
knew to that standard alone. How good and pro- 
fitable was that study I As she read on and pon- 
dered for herself on the book, which had been sealed 
to her before, the Lord graciously opened the eyes of 
her understanding, and touched her heart with His 
ineffable love and divine grace. He who said, *' Let 
there be light,'' commanded the light to shine into 
her soul, and the darkness fled before it, " that the 
light might be made manifest." How she welcomed 
that glorious liberty which had set her free from 
bondage I The joy of that newly-found treasure, the 
pearl of great price, which produced in her life and 
conversation so great a transformation, could only 
have been wrought by the power of the Holy Spirit, 
who had called her out of nature's darkness into His 
marvellous light. Jesus said, " The hour is at 
hand, and now is, when the dead shall hear the voice 
of the Son of God, and they that hear shall live." It 
was while she was reading the Word of the living 
God that she heard the call of Jesus speaking to her 
dead soul, ** Arise, the Master calleth for thee." She 
experienced the meaning of the second birth, as ex- 
plained to Nicodemus by the Lord (John iiL) — 
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" From death unto life." By faith she saw the king- 
dom of God, and received the title-deed in her heart. 
She turned from toiling and working to obtain salva- 
tion by being good, to the perfect, finished work of 
Jesus Christ her Lord, trusting in His precious blood 
alone for the cleansing of all her sins, past, present, 
and future. She understood that the salvation of the 
Saviour was entire now and for eternity. Oh 1 
would to God that any Roman Catholic or English 
Protestant Ritualist could enter into the real mean- 
ing of the words we read in Heb. x. about the only 
priesthood we have now, and of the standing we 
have in Christ as our Head I ** By the which will 
we are sanctified, through the offering of the body of 
Jesus Christ once for all. And every priest standeth 
daily ministering, and offering oftentimes the same 
sacrifices, which can never take away sins : but this 
Man (Christ Jesus), after He had offered one sacrifice 
for sins, for ever sat down on the right hand of God; 
for by one offering He hath perfected for ever them 
that are sanctified ; whereof the Holy Ghost also 
is a witness to us ; for after that He had said before, 
This is the covenant that I will make with them after 
those days, saith the Lord ; I will put my laws into 
their heaxts, and in their minds will I write them ; 
and their sins and iniquities will I remember no 
more. Now, where remission of these is, there is no 
more offering for sin.'' Can there be anything more 
conclusive than these most precious words which the 
Holy Ghost taught the writer of the Epistle to the 
Hebrews to write down for our instruction ? How 
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maD7 there are of the children of Gk)d who fail to 
enter into the fulness of the blessings of their com- 
plete salvation I Hence there is little joy in their 
experience, and little usefulness in their lives. They 
are still under bondage, and cannot see the fulness 
of the sacrifice of Him who by His death and resur- 
rection hath perfected them for ever that are sancti- 
fied through the Spirit, unto obedience and sprink- 
ling of the blood of Jesus Christ. 

Louise understood now the meaning of the sacrifice 
of the Saviour, which was a mystery to her when she 
was six years old, and asked her mother to tell her. 
She saw how much He loved her, and how long this 
love had existed, in these words : " According as He 
hath chosen us in Him, before the foundation of the 
world, that we should be holy, and without blame 
before Him in love : having predestinated us into 
the adoption of children by Jesus Christ to Himself, 
according to the good pleasure of His will" (Eph. i. 
4, 5). The wonderful reaction which came over her 
spirit and life was most beneficial to her. It enabled 
her to shake off" the wretched, miserable feeling of 
ever brooding over herself, her grief and disappoint- 
ment. Employment of the mind is a divine arrange- 
ment of our ever- wise and tender Lord. It helps to 
mitigate and lighten the pressure of care and of 
sorrow; only let it be something that hath a good 
and noble purpose in view, that will give glory to 
God, and bring a song in the night. Great is the 
peace and the calm which the Lord giveth, when the 
poor tempest-tossed soul is able to cast anchor on the 
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Bock of Ages, and to say, " It is all well ; though He 
day me yet will I trust Him." 

I think what I have told you of the conversion of 
this young Frenchwoman will suffice to show you 
that she had become a sincere believer in the Lord 
Jesus Christ. But you will be interested to follow her 
a little longer, and to see how her faith was tried. 
Her aunt wrote to her again, saying that she had 
expected her return for several months past, and was 
wondering why she did not come back. Here came 
the struggle, as to what step she ought to take. On 
the one hand, she felt she ought to tell what the Lord 
had done for her ; and on the other hand, she knew 
that it would be a dreadful blow to her feelings to 
know that she had renounced the Boman Catholic 
faith to become a Protestant, and would publish it to 
all her relations and friends. She had been very kind 
to Louise, in her way — there was real attachment and 
mutual esteem between them. Although she was a 
very worldly woman, yet, like all Boman Catholics, 
she clung to the name. But it was of no use for Louise 
to hide or be ashamed of the step she had been led to 
take from honest and absolute conviction — the result 
which must follow every one who truly looks for the 
truth. She had been led by the hand of God alone, 
and the power of the Holy Spirit. She therefore wrote 
to her as kindly and as humbly as possible. She hesi* 
tated for a whUe before she sent it off, but this last 
weakness was only a passing shadow, for she felt her 
trembling hand in the hand of Jesus, and it was so 
firmly clasped by His, that all her fears vanished and 

F 
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the letter was posted. After a few weeks of anxious 
waiting, the answer came back. Just what she had 
expected — ^bitter reproaches fell upon her, persecutions 
met her in the way, and many sacrifices for Christ's 
sake she had to make. Her aunt told her that for 
the future she was to consider herself a stranger 
to them all ; having given up the faith of her parents 
and her country, and embraced Protestant heresy, 
she had better remain with the people who had 
influenced her to become an apostate ; and whatever 
had been arranged in her mind to do to insure her 
future prospects in life would be for ever at an end, 
unless she chose to retract at once, and return to the 
bosom of the true Church. Poor Louise did feel that 
first Christian trial keenly, as she had hoped, some- 
how, against hope, that her aunt would have taken the 
matter in another light. However, her heart was 
fixed. Becant — never 1 She had counted the cost 
at the estimate the Lord Jesus had made, namely, 
the giving up of all that stood in the way of Him — 
parents, country, lands, and friends. He made her 
willing to surrender cheerfully. By His words He 
strengthened her in the choice His loving hand had 
led her to make. This was enough for Louise ; she 
looked beyond and above, with intense desire to 
follow Him fully. She thanked and praised Him 
for having given her courage to confess Him, and 
openly to declare what she felt was her duty to do at 
any risk. 

There are now, in France and elsewhere, large 
numbers of Boman Catholics who are afraid to 
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avow themselves on the side of truth, against what 
they know to be the rank errors of Popery. But the 
fear of persecution, and of losing their earthly position, 
makes them prefer remaining in the false path of 
being neither one thing nor the other, — ^like the rich 
young man of the gospel, who turned his back on 
Jesus, because the following of Him would have 
required him to give up — where his heart really was 
— his riches. I confess such a step as the Lord gave 
the young Frenchwoman grace to take, may entail 
earthly losses in many more ways than one. But can 
we carry to the grave with us one inch of land, a bag 
of gold, or an empty title ? It seems folly almost to 
mention these things ; and yet men and women live 
as if such were the case. Those calculations are 
very low, and unworthy of the great God who gave 
us the Saviour, who emptied Himself of all His glory 
to redeem us, and purchased for us a glorious inherit- 
ance, incorruptible, undefiled, and that fadeth not 
away, with the price of His precious blood. Are 
there not to be found amongst the Protestants scores 
of people who are content to live with the name of 
Christians, but who are, in reality, dead souls, enemies 
of Jesus? As a nation, England enjoys higher 
religious privileges than any other country. Its 
government and laws facilitate and help every 
movement in that direction. There is no tyrannical 
priestcraft exercised over the consciences and liberty 
of the people. Every family and individual may 
have their Bibles, and read for themselves : " Thus 
gaith the Lord.'' And yet it is painful for one to see 
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that the fear and the glory of Grod are not the ruling 
principle of the masses, but only of the few. It 
is with the unconverted Protestants as with their 
brethren the Catholics. They prefer the sowing to 
the flesh. The god of this world blinds their eyes. 
They are saying to themselves, Peace, peace, when 
there is no peace. It brings us to the conclusion 
which the Word draws on these things: "Because 
the carnal mind is enmity against God : for it is not 
subject to the law of God, neither indeed can be " 
(Rom. viii.) 

After the Lord Jesus had revealed Himself to Saul 
of Tarsus, as the Saviour whom he was persecuting 
in the body of His believing saints (Acts ix.), he, 
trembling and astonished, said, " Lord, what wilt 
Thou have me to do ? " The apostle would have to 
learn by and by, how great things he would have to 
suffer for Jesus' sake. All true conversion to Grod 
does not resemble the one presented to us in the 
case of the great Apostle of the Gentiles. But whether 
we be known or unknown, occupying an obscure 
corner somewhere, or more publicly engaged as our 
position may be, let us never forget what is the divine 
purpose of our calling. It is explained in this verse, 
" For we are His workmanship, created in Christ 
Jesus unto good works, which God hath before or- 
dained that we should walk in them " (Eph. iL 10). 
We should be anxious to know what the Lord would 
have us to do, and be willing to wait until it is made 
quite clear, so as not to run before we are sent. It 
is impossible to define what the work of each believer 



THE LOVING HAND OF JESUS. 85 

should be. It must be according to our abilities, 
gifts, and opportunities. Work for the Lord differs 
very much. Sometimes we are called to be passive 
in the quiet, patient, cheerful endurance of bodily 
sufferings, which may have lasted many years, but 
borne as seeing Him, and for His glory ; at other 
seasons active in the midst of the bustle and 
tumult of the crowd, the market-place, the race- 
course, or the fair. My idea is, that we ought to be 
continually occupied with our Father's business just 
where we are placed, bringing to God, in prayer, 
every branch of our lawful employment. We have 
in God's Word many examples of faithfulness to His 
commandments, as seen in the lives of some of His 
servants, when in the very midst of persecution and 
idolatry. Think of that great cloud of witnesses, in 
which shine so brightly, Joseph, Obadiah, the little 
captive Jewish maid, Euth, Daniel, John the Baptist, 
and they of Caesar's household. The single eye, and 
the single heart, can only be detected by God, who 
weighs in the balance of infinite justice the value of 
all our doings for Him. There may be a great deal 
of the energy of the flesh displayed in our Christian 
work, and little, perhaps, in proportion to its outward 
show of steady burning love and adoration to Jesus 
Himself. " My son, give me thine heart," is the 
demand. Mary, sitting at the feet of Jesus in the 
quiet attitude of rest and contemplation, had chosen 
the better part. Although dear Martha loved the 
Lord very much, and was beloved of Him, yet in her 
lawful activity and anxiety to prepare a suitable feast 
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for her Divine Master, she brought on herself the 
gentle yet expressive reproof of Jesus — her heart was 
too much occupied with serving — while Mary, her 
sister, had found her greatest joy to be in the closer 
communion, and nearness of approach to the Lord at 
His feet I 

But we will return for a while to our young French- 
woman, and see how " the loving hand of Jesus " 
was leading her in her new spiritual existence. Daily 
her joy and knowledge increased, and with it an in- 
tense desire to do something for the Lord, but it had 
not been shown to her yet. Neither could she tell 
how this desire should be fulfilled. She had written 
many letters to Paris to people in whom she was much 
interested, and on terms of intimate friendship, telling 
them all she knew about the Lord, and of His gracious 
dealings to her; how He had saved her soul, and 
taught her wonderful things in His Word. Sad to 
say, every one of these letters were treated with con- 
tempt. She was looked upon as a religious fanatic : 
next to a madwoman. This shows how difficult 
the French Boman Catholics are to be reached: 
even the careless ones hate the simple gospel. Popery 
is the strongest, deadliest enemy of the truth as it is 
in Jesus. In one instance her letter was resented 
with bitter anger. A young banker, with whom 
she was on friendly terms, and had often met in 
society, was dying. He had been a very dissipated 
man, but his life and vices were cleverly covered up 
with polite refinement, elegance of manners, and a 
most amiable disposition. Still, there lay the poor, 
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sicky fashionable man, near death's door. Louise 
wrote to him. a clear, kind, gospel letter, putting be- 
fore his dying eyes immediate salvation, by believing 
in the precious blood of Christ only, and the willing- 
ness of God to save him, even now. A few of his 
worldly companions visited him, but to no good pur- 
pose were their visits. When Louise's letter was put 
in bis hands, he trembled very much when he read it. 
He had not heard of the step she had taken, until she 
wrote affectionately and faithfully to him about his 
state. He was exceedingly surprised, and very angry 
indeed that she should tell him of his sinful life, and 
that he was dying, which he would not believe. He 
hardened his heart when there was yet time. The 
poor fellow died a few short weeks after without 
repentance, or prayer, or a tear. Her letter was found 
under his pillow. The French people have a great 
aversion to thinking about death. Nothing offends 
or vexes them so much as to talk about it. They say, 
" Oh, do be quiet ! It will be time enough to talk about 
death when death is near." The reason is, because 
they never have the slightest hope of heaven. The 
most pious Eoman Catholic cannot tell you where he 
or she are going when they die ; they can only dare 
to trust God's mercy so far as purgatory goes, and 
this hope is built on condition that they have con- 
fessed and received absolution before they died. The 
doctrine of purgatory is one of the greatest errors of 
Popery. It lessens the fulness of the atonement, and 
the power of the precious blood which cleanseth the 
conscience from all sin. Thus speaks the Lord, 
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" Verily, verily, I say unto you, he that believeth on 
me hath everlasting life " (John vi. 47), 

The many disappointments which Louise experi- 
enced with her own kindred and people made her 
think that her mission was not to labour among 
them, but rather with those whose faith she had 
adopted, and who had shown her so much love and kind- 
ness. In the meanwhile, her dear friend Nelly Adams 
had become very ill, and was about to leave the house. 
She was drooping away daily in a decline, and the 
doctor ordered her to breathe her native air, in Devon- 
shire. But she had the joy to see that all her trouble 
and her prayers had not been in vain. Before she 
left, Louise and she met in the little bedroom. They 
read the eighth chapter of Somans. They prayed 
and wept together, knowing that most likely they 
should not see each other in the flesh again. 

" Be faithful, dear,*' said Nelly ; ** then we shall 
meet in heaven. T do not think it will be long 
before I go home ; I am very weak. I kept up as 
well as I could, but I feel now quite overdone. T am 
unspeakably happy to see the wonderful things the 
Lord has done for you. You are, indeed, a miracle 
of His free electing grace. Do you recollect how you 
told me, in this very room, that morning when you 
had the letter about your dear mother's death, that 
you would rather be burnt alive than give up 
Popery ? " 

" Yes, dearest Nelly, I recollect everything I have 
said and done that was foolish and sinful. But I 
knew no better, I have cast the whole in the foun- 
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tain filled with blood. It is gone for eveH You 
iave been to me, Nelly, an angel of mercy in my path. 
The first English smile of welcome I received was 
from you, and the first hymn I sung in your own 
tongue you taught it me. Do you know, dear Nelly, 
that there is a singular fatality in my life, that what- 
ever 1 have fondly loved on earth has always been 
removed from me, it does not matter what it is ? It 
seems as if I am to be alone, and to sit loose on every 
created object. I am grieved, deeply so, to lose you, 
we understood each other so well ; but, on the other 
hand, I can't bear to see you suffer so, having to work 
hard beside. I can afford to spare you better now 
than before, because I have a friend in Jesus, and He 
will guide my steps. It is sweet to think of His words 
when we feel cast down and lonely : ' I will not leave 
you comfortless, I will come to you.' How kind of 
Jesus to see that we need His comfort I He comes 
to us in many shapes and ways. The soul can appre- 
hend the beloved when He is near. Dear Nell, you 
will want Jesus to be close to you at the approach of 
the last enemy, death." 

"I am not afraid, dear. It is only a valley of 
shadows. The land isbeyond ; eternal light is there ! 
Let me advise you, before I go, to join some Sunday- 
school, and teach there. You will make friends in 
some of the teachers, and it may be the means of 
opening to you a large field of usefulness. At first it 
will be strange and difficult, as you can't speak English 
very well. Still, I am sure, you will succeed. I do 
love the Sunday-schools. It was there that I became 
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impressed, when I was twelve years old, to give my 
heart to the Saviour. I had a dear loving teacher, 
who used to be so earnest with me, and by God's holy 
Spirit I made the happy choice for Jesua But I 
should tell you that I had the great advantage of 
having a pious home ; both my parents feared and 
loved the Lord. My mother was a plain, simple 
country-woman, a farmer's wife ; but she was a woman 
of prayer, and used to pmy with us when we were quite 
little ones. It is a great blessing, dear, when we can 
look back on the blessed memories which our parents 
have left behind them." 

" Ah ! " said Louise, * " your home was a very dif- 
ferent one to mine ; but perhaps, if my parents had 
had the Bible to read they would have known better. 
However, it is of no use to make myself unhappy now 
about these things." 

" When I am gone," continued Nelly, " try what 
you can do in the work-room for those who oppose 
themselves. Do it in a spirit of meekness and gentle- 
ness, keeping always before your mind the disposition 
of Jesus. Some of them are watching you closely, 
and they say that you will not hold on long. They do 
not understand that your heart is changed, and that 
it is Jesus who has hold of you. You gave them great 
offence the other day, when you had the opera-ticket 
sent you, and you tore it up, because you would not 
give it away," 

** Well, Nelly, I had no time to return it to the 
party who sent it^ me, and I thought it would be 
wrong to give it to any of the young girls in the 
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work-room. You know, if it had been a good thing, I 
would have parted with it willingly. But would this 
have bqen consistent with my principles ? and ought 
we to be the ministers of sin and of folly ? Much 
wrong have I done in my life through the enticement 
of others. I am fully determined, whether they love 
me, or whether they hate me, to set my face and my 
heart against all which God tells me is evil. I am 
quite sure of this, that no young woman, who will 
serve the Lord faithfully in their different houses of 
business, will find it an easy task. There is much that 
is sinful practised in them, especially where there are 
young men kept ; and it needs great determination, 
strong principle, much watchfulness and prayer, to 
steer clear of the contaminating influences of those 
who live in close contact with each other in smaller 
or larger establishments. With God all things are 
possible, and there are resources in Him for all diffi- 
culties, if we will apply to Him, and draw help and 
strength in our time of need. Often the trial of faith 
of a young believer is with the employer. They may 
be asked to tell a deliberate falsehood in the way of 
business ; even then the Lord can deliver. Let me 
tell you, in passing, a fact, which will show you how 
He hears the prayers of his tried little ones in their 
hour of need and trouble: — On Saturday evening, 
the mistress of a fashionable and large establishment 
in the West End, asked one of the young persons 
in her show-room to get herself ready, and go to a 
titled lady, of their connection, and try to sell her a 
beautiful real lace shawl : the price was forty guineas. 
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" * Tell her/ said the employer, 'that I have just 
received it from Brussels, and that it is a great bar- 
gain, that it is worth much more. Mind you sell it, 
or I shall be very angry with you.' 

" Now, the real story of the shawl was this : It was 
bought from a Jew for less than half the price men- 
tioned. Still it was really good, and the price less 
than the real value. The young person took the article 
as she was told, and asked the Lord to smile on her, 
and to help to sell the shawl without telling any 
falsehood. In a beautiful mansion in Belgravia lived 
the lady to whom she was sent. Having been intror 
duced to her dressing-room, where she was dressing 

for dinner, she began to say that Mrs thought 

her ladyship might like to see a very fine real lace 
shawl, which she would find very useful many times. 
The lady looked at it, put it on, and admired it very 
much. 

" * What is the price ?' she asked. 

" * Forty guineas, my lady.' 

" * Oh, that is a great sum to give for such a thing/ 
she said. 

" ' Keal lace is like jewellery,' added the young per- 
son, * it is always good, and it will keep its colour for 
years.' 

** * True,' said the lady ; * it is always good, and I 

do not possess one, so I will take it ; but tell Mrs 

that I think it rather dear.' 

" When she went out, it was winter then, still the 
stars had come out to shine ; and as the young girl 
raised her eyes above, the thought of the faithfulness 
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of God, His love and His compassion : * The countless 
stars are like thy mercies, Lord/ she exclaimed; 
* they are past our finding out, and we cannot reckon 
them.' When she got back business was over. 

Mrs was comfortably seated by a large fire, in 

a handsome sitting-room. 

" 'Well, then, * she eagerly inquired, *have 

you sold the shawl ? ' 

" ' Yes, I have/ 

" ' What did you say to her ?' 

" * I spoke about the quality of it and the price/ 

u < Why did you not tell her what I wished you to 
say?' 

*' * Simply because there was no occasion to tell a 

story. It would not have induced Lady to buy 

it any the more. She hadn't one, and this seemed 
to me the best chance I had to sell it. She only 
wished me to tell you that she thought it rather 
dear/ 

'* * As you sold it, it is all right, but if you had not I 
should have dismissed you. I think it is all stuff and 
nonsense about your objection to tell stories — business 
cannot be carried on without.' 

" As the young person was going away, she called 

her back and said, ' Miss , you had better have 

a glass of wine before you go — ^you look cold,' " 

" * No, thank you,' she said, * I am much obliged, 
but I do not need any. ' With this she withdrew/' 

This instance is by no means uncommon, and 
many such trials fall to the lot of God's children. 
" Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteous- 



94 THS LOYING HAND OF JESUS. 



ness' sake, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven" 
(Matt. V.) 

Nelly Adams left London and only lived a few 
months. The long hours sitting in the close work- 
room had given great impetus to the malady which 
carried her away. Before she died she wrote a most 
loving letter to Louise, and wished her always to 
connect the eighth of Eomans with her memory. 

A few months after Nelly's death the Lord guided 
Louise to St Giles' Bloomsbury Bagged School, where 
she was introduced to the secretary, who gave her a 
class of poor little ragged boys to teach on Sunday 
evenings. This was the very first work which the 
Lord gave her to do in this country. To become a 
thoroughly devoted, zealous, ragged school teacher, 
requires self-denial ; there is much connected with it 
which is repulsive to the feelings in many ways ; and 
she or he who wishes to be useful in this real good work, 
must not be over-refined and particular while they 
are there, sitting closely with the poor street children, 
whose delight is to run wild, not having the slightest 
control over their words or their actions, until they 
are subdued by the grace of God, and won over with 
patience and judicious teaching. 

However, time is the great master which proves 
people and things. It has proved, in the history of 
our little Frenchwoman, that she has not gone back 
to the world, as she might have done, if she wished to 
do it. Although her kindred and friends have never 
relented, still the "loving hand of Jesus" has led her 
to feed in green pastures, and to lie down by still 
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^miters. He has made use of her to her adopted 
people, and shown her that " godliness is profitable 
unto all things, having promise of the life that now 
is, and of that which is to come " (1 Tim. iv. 8). 

My dear young friends, I have now come to the end 
of the story of Louise, and hope you will see some 
little good in it. If you are not already one of the 
followers of the Lamb, let me urge you to seek Him 
diligently, and to make up your mind that, with His 
help and His grace, you will cast in your lot with the 
people of Gk)d, and bear the cross. *' I create the 
fruit />f the lips ; peace, peace to him that is afar off, 
and to him that is near, saith the Lord ; and I will 
heal him" (Isa. Ivii. 19). 

Much attention has been paid of late years in 
London, and much care taken, in order to meet the 
temporal and spiritual wants of the milliners' and 
dressmakers' assistants, together with those employed 
in shops and factories. Great gratitude is due on 
their part, as a body, to the untiring efforts and lov- 
ing interest which the Hon. Mrs Arthur Kinnaird 
has shown in this direction, as well as in many others ; 
and also to the noble Earl of Shaftesbury, for obtain- 
ing the shortening of their hours of labour. His 
lordship is the President of the different branches of 
the Young Women's Christian Association, compris- 
ing "Homes" and "Institutes." These have been 
the means, under God's blessing, by which thousands 
of young girls have been reached and spoken to. 
Eternity alone shall tell how many precious souls, 
have been led to the knowledge of the Saviour in the 
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Sunday Bible-classes and at the weekly meetings. 
This work in its detail is deeply interesting. Many 
a lonely country girl, in this great city, has been kept 
in the paths of virtue, by availing herself of the benefit 
of these gatherings. Not a few have been comforted 
in sorrow, and helped in time of need. 

You will agree with me that it is better that they 
should attend the Bible-classes than waste the golden 
hours of the Lord's day in frivolous self-indulgence, 
or in walking about the parks or the streets. There 
are some establishments in London where no home is 
provided for the young people on the Sunday, there- 
fore they are compelled to go out. Most useful, you 
will perceive at once, are those Christian homes, 
where those respectable young girls may come and 
be welcome to spend the day. This kind of institu- 
tion is peculiar to the English people. In Paris the 
milliners' and dressmakers' assistants, and those in 
shops, form a great portion of the population. They 
have no such association there, and nothing whatever 
is done for them. Popery interferes with spiritual pro- 
gress, and the true enlightenment of the soul. Hard, 
very hard, is the life of the poor French girl in her own 
capital, especially if she wishes to be respectable ; and 
those who know anything of her early training will 
not readily cast the first stone at the one who goes 
astray. She has no opportunity or privileges for 
religious improvement, as it is not to be found in the 
religion of the nation, and can never exist there as 
long as the Bible is not the favourite book of the 
people — its pure and simple teaching their rule and 
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guide, and the Lord Jesus Christ acknowledged as 
Supreme Head over all and in all. In other Soman 
Catholic countries you find, on observation, just the 
same darkness and ignorance. Allow me to put before 
your eyes what I have seen and noticed of the ways 
of other lands. 

Some few years ago, just before the brave Gari- 
baldi had freed Venice from the tyranny of the 
Austrian Government, I had to take a journey to 
that romantic city of songs and gondolas. I spent 
about two months on a visit at the principal milliner's 
house. It was at their gayest season, which is called 
the " Carnival," a time of great folly and sin. I had a 
good opportunity, therefore, to see and to talk with 
the young girls who worked there. In education, as 
a class, they are much beneath the French and the 
English, as they could neither read nor write — ^the 
few were the exception. Most of them were very 
poor, and appeared quite contented to remain in their 
n^lected condition, and without the slightest ambi- 
tion to rise above their present state. Their parents 
were mostly fishermen on the Adriatic Sea, or fruit- 
sellers. It was so strange and novel to me to see the 
Venetian girls coming to work in the morning with a 
shawl thrown over their heads and pinned under the 
chin t Some had lovely faces, bright as a sunbeam, 
singing all day long some soft pretty melodies in 
chorus 1 They were so pleased if I sang to them some 
English hymns, 'as I said I did not sing worldly songs, 
but the praises of Jesus. They could speak a little 
bad French, and would gladly listen to my simple 
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a friend of her late dear daughter, whose friendship I 
had made in Paris, he was very pleased, as I was a 
new topic for his talk and observation, as he certainly 
was of mine. I wondered whether the '' loving hand 
of Jesus " had brought me there to witness for Him 
to that misled servant of His ? When I told him 
that I lived in London, and that I was a Protestant, 
he said he had the great pleasure to visit it in the 
year of the Great Exhibition, and how astonished 
he felt at the size of the city, and at all it contained. 
He was especially struck with the little ^country 
places" in the middle of the town — he meant the 
Squares. He thought the English people were a 
great nation, very industrious and thoughtful. 

" Well, Don Angelo," I said, *' when you beheld 
these things, did you not think that there must be 
something real and true in that Bible-reading people, 
in the influences which produce such effects on the 
hearts and the minds of the English ? When in the 
midst of that Protestant nation, what did you think?" 

He smiled, and said that he believed there were 
many good people among the Protestants, and deeply 
regretted their departure from the true faith and 
church. 

" Excuse me, Padre, if I offend you. If to belong 
to the true Church makes people as dark and ignorant 
as they are in Italy, from what I have noticed, it is 
far better to keep out of it, as it does not bring any 
glory to God. See the young women who come here 
to work, and others I have visited amongst the little 
tradespeople ; they can neither read nor write, and 
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seem to know Dothing of what they ought to know. 
There is an awful amount of superstition ; and this 
is all I can find here. But you, Don Angelo, as a 
shepherd over these sheep, ought you not to watch 
them, care for, and feed with good pasture? Can 
you tell me why the poorer classes here are so fright- 
fully neglected ? " 

To these questions the priest of San Marco could 
give no answer. He was not a narrow-minded man, 
nor refused to hear what I had to say to him, but he 
was a blind victim of a system in which he had been 
brought up, and he also partook of that easy indolence 
which belongs to the Italian disposition, the result of 
having so little to do, as Venice was overrun with 
priests and monks. La Signora alone could not bear 
to hear me talking about the Scriptures to him, and 
said that I was a dangerous rank heretic. I asked 
her once to what purpose were the visits of Father 
Angelo, seeing he never said anything that might lead 
the young women to think a little higher than of their 
present existence. She replied that the Padre was a 
very holy man, and his presence did good to the 
family. 

While I was staying there, I witnessed a singular 
ceremony, which took place early in January. It 
was the blessing of the house or " casa." One morn- 
ing, about eleven o'clock, three priests in white 
surplice made their appearance. The first held a 
silver crucifix, the second a prayer-book, and the 
third a silver vessel, containing holy water, with a 
sprinkling brush in it, and also a bag to collect money-. 
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Ton have to pay for every thing of the sort in Italy. 
All the young women assembled in the anteroom 
with the man-servant and the Signora. I stood in 
.the comer of the room, behind the others, watching 
the proceedings. The elder priest, who was carrying 
the book, asked each person's name and age. He 
spied me out, and asked me mine. I told hiin not 
to count me, as I was only a visitor, and that I did 
not quite agree with the ceremony, as I was a Pro- 
testant. He shook his head, and said, in Italian, that. 
I needed the holy water of sprinkling all the more, 
and that he should not pass me over. After this he 
dipped the brush into the vessel the young priest was 
<»u*rying, tod began his aspersion in good earnest over 
the people, who had fallen on their knees, their faces 
to the ground. He went into every room, repeating 
the words of blessing in Latin, as fast as he could 
speak, and which no one understood but himself. 
When be had finished sprinkling the room, the young 
priest came round to each of us for a piece of silver, 
which I was very pleased to give. The elder one 
came to speak to ine again, and gave me a lecture on 
.my errors. . He was by no means so amiable as Don 
Angela, and I don't think we should have agreed 
quite so well. Thus ended the benediction of the 
" casa." . I asked what good they thought it would do. 
They informed me that it would preserve them from 
fire, fever, robbers, and evil spirits. I wondered at 
their credulity. When my visit had come to its close, 
and I was preparing to return to England, Don 
Angelp (jailed one, afternoon to say " Good-bye." He 
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brought tne some beantifal pieces of mosaic, which 
bad fallen down from the ceili&g of the dome of the 
Church of San Marco. 

'' Keep them as a relic," he said, " and a memento 
of your stay in Venice. I was born here, and the 
place is very dear to my heart The only sorrow I 
have is the occupation of the town by the Austrian." 

''As for tha^ dear Padre, very little may take 
them away." Pointing my finger to heaven, I said, 
''He can soon remove them. They kre only as 
grasshoppers in His sight This, however, I want to 
tell you, which is of far greater importance, that yott 
may be willing to inquire into Grod's truth, and see 
whether you are not deceiving yourself, and deceiving 
others. I will pray that your eyes might be opened 
by Gkxi's Holy Spirit, that you may see the errors of 
your creed. I know it would cost you much to give 
up many things, but what of that? Take care 
not to lose heaven in trying to retain the world's 
good opinion. The Lord Jesus Christ, your Master, 
and mine, says, ' I am the Way, the Truth, and the 
Life. (Je suis le chemin, la v^rit^, et la vie.) Tou 
see, Don Angelo, how expressive are the words of the 
Saviour. Everything that has to do for our salva- 
tion and eternal joy is centred on Him only; no 
rival must come between, no Pope or creed. Jesus 
only. I am glad I have met you, to tell you these 
blessed things. I shall soon be away, but oh I how 
my heart grieves over this fair land, so dark, so blind f 
I could not live here, it is so oppressive. I feel 
inclined to stand up at the comer of the Piazzetta 
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to preach the gospel, only I might be put into prison, 
or into a madhouse." 

Father Angelo acknowledged that a reform was 
needed, but it was difficult to say how. Before we 
parted he gave me his benediction. I believe that 
he was sincere to God, as far as he had light. Venice, 
with all its beauties and ancient grandeur, had not 
won my heart ; and I was happy when I found 
myself in London once more. 

*' England, dear England, 

My heart still beats for thee. 
Where the oppressed finds a shelter. 

And royal exiles are free ! 
Safe under Victoria's banner, 

In her heart best blessings be ! 
May the French for ever render 

England, dear England, 
AU the love they owe to thee." 

Louise. 



THE END. 
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